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Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 

Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dong! 

Hark!  now  I  hear  them,    Ding-dong,  bell! 


W.  Shakespeare 
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Question 


//  a  tree  falls 
and  no  one  is  there, 
does  it  make  any  noise? 
Who  cares? 

If  a  hungry  child  cries 
in  a  three  story  walk  up, 
and  we  are  not  there-  - 
it  makes  no  noise. 
Who  cares? 


Denise  Perrault 


Lucy  Peters 
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That  was  All 

The  hoy  died; 

that  was  all 

Nothing  else  would  fall  that  day-  - 

not  even  rain. 

Through  tattered  curtains,  then,  I  saw 

the  sun  melt  through  the  trees 

in  one  last  buttery  thought 

■  -and  drip  over  the  horizon 

to  flavor  the  other  side. 

. .  .To  those-  -somewhere . . . 

who  saw  it  rise 

it  seemed  to  pop  up-  - 

a  corn  muffin  from  a  toaster. 

I  thought  1  heard  someone  say- 

and  why  not 

-A  boy  died, 

and  that  was  all. 


In  the  Glass 

Smiling 

is  so  tiring. 

When  I  put  my  smile 

away  at  night 

and  set  it  to  go  on  again 

at  eight- 

I  hope  that  it  won't  wake  me- 

and  I  can  sleep 

till  it's  too  late 

-  -to  remember 

to  put  it  on. 


Denise  Perrault 


Denise  Perrault 


Summer  Eve 


On  a  quiet  night 

in  June 

my  eyes  were  filled 

with  an  empty  room 

that  matched  me. 

Outside.  . .  a  truck  roared  by 

and  I  could  feel  the  driver's  weary  eyes 

in  mine 

. . .  tired  of  the  same  solid  line 

mile  after  mile. 

Outside.  .  .  in  a  city 

a  man  is  shot 

-his  guts  are  mine 

as  they  spill 

as  he  wonders 

why  he  lived 

. .  .as  do  I. 

Outside.  .  .a  man 

walks  briskly  by 

with  fear 

that  another 

may  be  following  close  behind 

. .  .and  then  slows- 

because  he  knows- 

no  one  would  bother. 


On  Trial 

I  lie  here 

and  try  to  sleep. 

But  my  heart, 

the  judge, 

with  its  gavel 

beats 

failure 

failure 

and  the  jury  of  one, 

sitting  crying  in  her  seat, 

Agrees. 


Denise  Perrault 


Denise  Perrault 
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ONE  RAINDROP  FLOWS  INTO  ANOTHER 

Raindrops  on  the  leaves. 

Resemble  life  and  how  one  person  affects 

the  people  he  meets. 
One  raindrop  flows  into  another. 
Causing  the  other  to  grow  better-  -or  worse. 
The  raindrops  last  for  awhile. 
And  then  the  one  raindrop,  that  flowed 

into  another. 
And  caused  that  other  to  become  better-  - 

or  worse. 
Rolls  off  the  leaf  and  is  gone. 


Donna  Iacurci 


Summer  Scorch 


Running  to  the  water. 

splash 

Forgetting  heat  summer. 

plunge 

and  insects'  shrill  cries 

dunk 

Gliding  to  ooze  and  plants. 

squish 

Probing  for  cleaner  sand. 

probe 

Surfacing  for  air 

up 

up 
Fresh  pristine  water 
baptizing  and  reviving. 


Patricia  Hatch 


POETS 


Big  Dipper  and  Orion's  belt 

look  down  on 

a  lonely  poet 

Walking  to  a  patch  of  sand. 

dreams  of  the  sublime 
on  paper. 

Under  the  gleam  of  pale  Apollo. 
Tik.  Tok.  old  antique  clock, 
breaks  silence. 
The  cat  rocks  a  rocker. 
Soft  stretchy  sleep  overcomes 
energies  to  rhyme. 

then  in  the  morning, 
a  new  one  is  forming. 


Patricia  Hatch 


One  Summer  I  Was  Ten  — 
By  Maurine  Spieldenner 


Summer  was  half  over.  It  was  as  sultry  hot  and  bone  dry 
as  only  a  late  July  day  in  South  Georgia  can  be.  The 
cricket-filled  sedge  grew  deep  gold  in  the  fallow  land  and  in 
the  nearby  fields,  the  ripe  watermelons  lay  temptingly 
fragrant.  Hedgelike  blackberry  thickets,  bent  low  by  buckets 
ful  red  and  black  berries,  leaned  over  the  hot  sandy  roads 
just  a-beckoning.  Here  and  there,  the  hedges  were  broken 
up  by  clumps  of  plum  bushes  just  beginning  to  sweeten.  It 
seemed  that  all  the  sweets  life  had  to  offer  were  there  - 
waiting  just  for  us. 

Sunday  School,  Church  and  Sunday  Dinner  were  over. 
Our  freedom  grew  with  the  shedding  of  each  starched, 
ironed-smelling  garment.  At  last,  we  were  free!  We  flew  out 
to  a  whole  afternoon  -  all  our  own!  And  with  a  whole  nickle 
for  a  soda,  too! 

We  sped  across  the  yard,  berry  pails  clanking  at  each 
bounce.  We  ran  till  we  reached  the  road  junction  just  out  of 
sight  of  the  house,  then,  we  slowed  to  a  dogtrot  and  padded 
along.  Each  step  blew  up  poufs  of  dust,  just  like  the 
explosion  of  a  "boogerman's  snuff  box".  We  became 
fascinated  with  trying  to  out-explode  each  other  and  soon 
became  ashy-grey  to  the  knees  with  sand  dustings.  The 
game  continued  to  the  tracks,  the  town  divide,  where  the 
lushest  blackberries  grew. 


With  a  yell,  we  surged  to  meet  our  gang.  All  of  us,  the 
Blacks  from  across  the  tracks  and  all  of  us  from  white  town, 
reveled  in  the  joy  of  the  moment.  We  swarmed  over  the 
banks  scavenging  up  the  bounty.  Shouts  of  laughter  leap- 
frogged over  the  banks  and  tumbled  all  around  us  as  we 
boistered  our  way  through  play.  Sling  Statue,  Rough  'n' 
Tumble,  Kick  the  Can  and  Tag.  We  played  till  we  dropped, 
then  lay  panting  on  the  browned-out  grass  of  the  cemetery 
there  hard  by  the  tracks. 

Dicky,  the  youngest  of  the  pack,  keened  in  his  still-baby 
way,  "I'm  thirsty!  I  wanna  drink!"  A  chorus  of  drawn  out 
"Yeahs"  rose  in  agreement.  A  friendly  brawl  erupted  over 
where  to  go  and  what  to  drink.  Jimmy  piped  up,  "I  gotta 
nickle.  Let's  go  to  Mr.  Theodore's!"  The  sudden  vision  of  the 
cool  dark  store,  the  lazily  swirling  ceiling  fan  spreading  out 
the  meaty-sawdust,  cheese  and  funny,  acrid  pickle  smell, 
was  too  much  for  us  to  bear.  We  could  almost  taste  that 
soda's  cold  sweet  tang. 

"Come  on!  Let's  go!"  I  led  the  hopping  run  from  tie  to  tie 
towards  the  switch  track  and  town.  As  we  reached  the  pump 
house  marking  the  town's  beginnings,  our  tight,  happy  band 
broke  in  two.  Our  black  friends  dropped  behind  and  formed 
a  group  apart.  Acutely  conscious  of  being  observed,  we 
scraggled  sedately  around  the  unpaved  street  to  Mr. 
Theodore's  place. 

On  Sundays  like  these,  the  store  was  the  town's  meeting 
place.  In  addition  to  being  the  coolest  place  in  the  whole 
section,  the  store  was  a  great  vantage  point.  From  its  shed 
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porch,  one  could  see  the  entire  business  district,  hugged 
round  the  park's  green  circle,  all  Main  Street,  and  straight 
across  the  railroad  tracks  -  right  into  the  heart  of  Jodytown 
where  all  our  black  friends  lived. 

One  by  one,  we  bought  our  soda,  then  milled  about  in 
cool  dark  store  savoring  -  rolling  it  over  our  tongues  -  almost 
inhaling  it  drop  by  drop.  No.  Wait.  Not  everybody  -  for  Carlo 
was  standing  off  to  one  side  of  the  great  big  cooler, 
pretending  nonchalance,  and  whistling  a  little  dirge.  "Come 
on,  Carlo,  git  yours  now,"  I  bantered.  I'd  known  him  all  my 
life,  I  think.  As  babies  we'd  played  together  under  the  big 
pecan  tree  in  my  backyard  -  where  Cricket,  his  mother,  could 
keep  a  sharp  eye  on  us  while  she  busied  herself  shelling  peas 
or  doing  other  stuff.  Besides,  we  were  the  oldest  and  the 
biggest  of  the  bunch.  Being  so  enormous,  when  everybody 
else  our  age  was  at  least  a  foot  shorter,  wove  an  even  closer 
bond  between  us. 

"Don't  got  no  nickle  today,"  Carlo  grunted.  I  realized  then, 
and  nearly  died  of  shame.  Boy,  I'd  hurt  him  -  hurt  him  bad. 
I'd  just  smashed  up  his  pride  -  in  Public  -  and  nobody  can  be 
without  pride.  Nobody  in  Carlo's  whole  family  had  any 
money.  Every  nickle  they  could  scrape  went  way  up  North 
to  sister  Mary  -  going  to  school  somewhere  way  up  in  New 
York  State.  Carlo  wore  raggedy  jeans.  "Here,"  I  snapped.  "I 
don't  want  no  more.  It's  too  much.  Anyhow,  it  ain't  even 
cold  enough,"  and  brusquely  shoved  the  partially  consumed 
soda  over  to  Carlo.  After  a  great  show  of  "naw,  naw,  never 
mind"  he  grabbed  the  bottle  and  swilled  down  gulp  after 
gulp  of  the  sweet  wet  stuff,  then  sighed. 


A  voice  came  weaseling  out  from  the  darkest  front  corner 
of  the  store.  "Miss  Betty,  you  better  come  heah."  I  swung 
about  to  meet  the  hard,  hot  pig-eyes  of  ole  Creamer  Welch, 
boring  into  me  from  his  fat  ole  greasy,  smoked-ham  colored 
face.  "You  better  listen  to  me,  girl."  I  took  a  few  shuffle-steps 
foreward,  being  careful  not  to  get  too  close.  Everybody  in 
town  knew  what  ole  Creamer  Welch'd  do  if  a  girl  got  too 
close  to  him.  He  made  me  feel  just  like  I  did  the  time  when  I 
was  barefooted  and  stepped  on  a  great  big,  fat  ole  slug. 

Ole  Creamer  got  up,  slowly,  and  stalked  around  me.  He 
stopped  short  and  menaced  over  Carlo.  My  hands  started 
getting  all  sweaty,  my  heart  started  jolting  and  my  breathing 
got  all  funny  and  quick. . .  and  I  had  to  stand  there.  I  had  to 
wait!  Jesus,  I  was  scared!  And  Carlo,  Carlo  was  a  lot  scareder 
than  I  was  -  a  whole  lot  scareder.  "You,  black  boy.  You,  you 
little  goddam  nigger  sonovabitch.  This  heah  is  White  Man's 
town!  You  unnerstan'  me,  you  little  black  bastid.  You  just 
better  git  right  back  to  where  you  belong  -  and  you  better 
stay  there.  You  knows  what  happens  to  black  boys  who  goes 
a-messin'  with  white  women."  Every  word  ate  right  into 
Carlo,  leached  him  to  an  old  bone  grey.  His  eyes  widened  to 
wild  with  awful  knowledge.  We  both  stood  stock  still  -  almost 
not  even  breathing.  Then,  with  a  choking  gasp,  Carlo 
wheeled  and  fled. 

Before  ole  Creamer  ever  turned  to  me  around,  my  heart 
was  pounding  right  out  of  me.  My  head  was  spinning 
around.  An  enormous  something  was  happening  -  a 
something  I  couldn't  see,  or  say  or  even  begin  to  understand. 
I  could  just  feel  it  a-coming  and  was  helpless.  His  words 
graveled  into  me,  "You  a  woman  now.  You  ain't  no  little  girl 


-  you  even  got  titties.  I  reckon  by  now  you  got  you  rag,  too 
and  here  you  is  -  still  a-runnin'  around  and  wearin'  britches 
like  some  boy-chile.  And  what's  I  see  you  do  today  - 
a-messing  with  some  nigger.  You  knows  we  don't  allow  no 
messin'  with  no  niggers!  You  don't  mess  with  no  nigger,  you 
heah  me  Why  they  ain't  even  folks!  Weren't  you  Dr.  Lee's 
own  granchile,  I'd  show  you  myself  what  a  man's  like,  iffen 
that's  what  you  a-bustin'  to  know  -  and  I'll  just  bet  you  is."  He 
gave  a  dirty  snigger. 

"Welch,  you'd  better  leave  that  young'un  alone,"  Mr. 
Theodore  began.  The  rest  was  lost.  I  felt  my  face  catch  fire.  I 
sobbed  just  once,  then  spun  around.  Burst  through  the 
screen  door  with  a  bang  and  raced  home  to  sanctuary. 

I  pounded  'cross  the  lawn  to  my  secret  place.  All  safe  there 
on  its  soft  moss  floor,  I  dissolved  into  burning  tears.  I  cried  till 
I  puked,  then  just  lay  there  -  all  drained  and  quivering-like.  A 
billion  thoughts  flew  at  me  all  at  once.  They  kept  falling  on 
me  over  and  over,  like  in  a  kaleidoscope.  There  was  no 
sense!  They  reeled  a-round  inside  my  head  just  like  a  Ferris 
Wheel. 

"Jesus  loves  the  little  children.  All  the  Children  of  the 
World  -  Red'n  Yellow  Black  'n'  White  All  are  Precious  in 
His  Sight;  Jesus  Loves". . .  Nigger  -  Nigger  sonovabitch- 
goddamn  little  black  bastid  -  git  back  -  git  back  -  git  back 
where  you  belong  -  Creamer  -  the  Klan  -  too  uppity  -  git 
back  -  git  back  where  you  belong  -  Belong  -  Creamer  - 
Creamer. . .  "You  a  woman  now"  -  Creamer  -  Woman  - 
Titties  -  woman  -  "monthlies"  -  -  Rag  -  that  thing  that 
came  from  me  in  March  -  all  hot,  red-brown  and  sticky. . 


11 

had  to  wear  funny  slipping  things  -  and  smelled. . .  like- 
like  at  ole  Ed's. . .  the  pigs  all  limp  and  slaughtered  for 
the  Fourth's  big  barbeque  -  funny. . .  All  funny. . .  Even 
made  Mama  funny  -  proud  'n'  sad  -  closer  'n'  further 
away  -  all  at  the  same  time . . .  Ain't  no  girl  no  more  - 
Ain't  no  little  girl  -  Perry,  L.C.  'n'  Bubba. . .  Brand-new 
Baseball  caps. . .  old  gloves  "You  ain't  on  the  team  no 
more  -  You  can't  play  no  more  -  no  more. . .  They  say 
you  don't  belong"  -  -  Way  back  -  Last  September  -  Miss 
Mollie's  Science  Class  -  "All  young  ladies  take  Home  Ec- 
you  can't  hope  for  more"  -  You  won't  fit  in  -  you  don't 
belong  -  don't  belong  -  Creamer  -  Cricket  -  Carlo  -  Me-  - 
Where's  me?  What's  all  happening  anyhow?  Where  do  I 
belong?  I  belong  here . . .  somewhere-  Where  do  I  fit  in?" 
Eternities  dragged  on  past.  The  click  of  a  door,  a  square  of 
light,   and  a  high  clear  voice  a-calling  me   through   the 
thinning  evening  air.  I  raised  up  slow  and  lurched  out, 
toward  Mama  and  the  light.  Strange  world.  Strange  new 
night.  Everything  all  sharp,  black  and  white,  with  edges  just 
now  melting  grey  and  oozing  into  each  other. 

In  my  own  room,  I  closed  the  door  and  stood  before  the 
mirror  -  more  naked  than  new-born  naked.  Slowly,  painfully 
aware,  I  stripped.  I  looked  at  me.  Stared  at  me.  Touched 
myself. . .  and  began  to  see  me.  Things  slowly  started  falling 
into  place.  I  began  to  really  see  me  -  me  -  and  a  little  bit  of  all 
those  other  things,  too.  But  it's  all  so  strange  and  mixed  up 
together  -  like  a  big  ole  puzzle  you've  dumped  on  the  table 
and  now  you  hafta  find  out  where  all  those  pieces  go.  I 
hunkered  down  and  thought  some  more. 
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"I  think  - 1  think  it's  kinda  what  they  mean  by  growing  up.  I 
think  it's  kinda  like  what  happened  to  all  those  tadpoles  in 
the  tubs  out  on  the  back  porch.  One  day,  they  were  just 
tadpoles  -  all  wrapped  up  inside  themselves  and  happy  to 
just  skitter  through  their  close  little  water-world.  Then,  little 
bit  by  little  bit,  they  started  to  grow  and  change.  First,  their 
hind  legs  started  pushing  out.  Then  one  day,  the  tads  stood 
up  on  them  and  started  looking  up  and  looking  out  of  their 
tub-world  a  little  bit.  Then,  their  front  legs  came  poking 
through  and  they  started  to  hop  a  little.  The  next  thing,  they 
were  frogs,  and  were  hopping  all  over  the  place!  They  were 
all  frog  -  no  more  tadpole,  except  for  those  hidden  things. 
Those  deep  inside  things  that  were  in  them  from  when  they 
were  just  squishy,  shiny,  jelly-blob  eggs  -  and  you  couldn't 
see  any  of  that  no  more,  leastways,  not  on  the  outside.  Can't 
see  but  what's  there  on  the  outside.  Can't  see  you  for  your 
outside.  Nobody  sees  inside  you.  Yeah,"  I  thought,  "that's 
what  it's  about.  'Bout  growing  up  and  the  way  folks  see. 
Maybe,  'bout  the  way  that  they  don't".  I  felt  all  odd  -  so  old  - 
so  new.  I  reached  up  and  pulled  on  the  light. 


No,  Mephistopheles 

On  the  bow,  I, 

Leaning,  cut  the  water 

With  my  hand. 

Nighttime's  shawl  of  black 

Had  covered  all,  but 

Underneath  my  fingers,  cold  light 

Lit  the  river  bottom,  bottomless. 

I  put  the  oar  over  the  side, 

And  phosphorescent  sparks  in  v-shape  followed; 

Behind  the  motor  at  the  stern 

Rose  a  lucent  wave. 

Devil's  fire  was  cold  and  salty 

In  my  palm; 

It  vanished 

When  brought  to  light. 


Jeannie  McBride 


Wednesday  High 


I  am  a  dancing,  floating  lily, 

Swaying  in  time  to  the  ripples, 

Pirouetting  around  with  the  ballerinas 

Who  can  leap  up  from  Yesterday  and  say, 

Look  what  we  learned 

And  unlearned 

And  where  we  are  now! 

Today  is  Swan  Lake 

Rising  from  my  stereo 

In  holy,  tonal  poems 

That  shiver  through  my  soul 

And  raise  me  high  above  my  history; 

Even  the  scratches  are  overlooked 

As  the  here  and  now  of  me  is  born. 


Jeannie  McBride 
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The  Ashes  of  My  Old  Poems 


The  ashes  of  my  old  poems 

Are  floating  down  outside  my  window 

Along  with  yesterday. 

I  was  a  trusting  child 

Who  loved  without  a  brain 

And  saw  without  an  eye 

And  walked  without  a  backward  glance 

To  guide  my  steps. 

All  the  people  who  laughed 

Or  whispered  or  thought 

Guessed  hardly  at  the  depth 

Within  my  soul 

Because  my  Oriental  mask 

Will  never,  never  show  the  pain, 

Nor  will  my  mouth  open 

To  let  them  hear  the  flaming  words 

That  die  with  a  hiss  as  the  rain  pours. 

And  the  fire  smokes  its  last  breath, 

And  the  poems  end. 


Jeannie  McBride 


.sea  change 


The  Dawning 


Slowly,  slowly,  the  black  horizontal  line 
Is  separating  from  the  earth; 
And  in  between,  a  dark  blue  line 
Shows  a  row  of  tree-skeletons. 
A  strip  of  brilliant  pink  appears 
And  infiltrates  the  blue,  which  rises; 
The  colors  are  diffusing,  spreading, 
Like  spilled  paint  agross  the  tree-tops. 
Then  a  yellow  glow  begins 
To  give  the  trees  more  form; 
Suddenly  the  lid  is  raised 
And  all  is  maked  before  the  eye. 
God  has  opened  the  box  again. 

Jeannie  McBride 


Lucy  Peters 


JOHN 

He  would  never  spot  a  hole  in  a  human  line  of  flesh  and 
smash  through  it  for  a  touchdown.  His  legs  would  never 
send  him  into  deep  left  to  make  a  diving  catch  and  rob 
someone  of  a  triple.  He  would  never  dance,  swim,  drive  a 
car,  rob  a  bank,  or  take  a  spring  vacation  to  Florida  with  the 
rest  of  the  college  kids.  In  fact,  he  would  never  do  a 
thousand  and  one  things  that  millions  of  people  do  every 
day  and  never  think  twice  about.  John  was  a  victim  of 
Cerebral  Palsy. 

I  was  in  my  freshman  year  of  high  school  when  I  first 
recognized  John  as  one  of  my  classmates.  Out  of  five 
hundred  freshman,  it  would  take  someone  very  special  or 
unusual  to  stand  out.  John  was  both. 

He  was  short  and  fat,  with  wild,  bulging,  animal-like  eyes. 
His  brown  hair  was  combed  the  same  as  a  grazzly  bear's  hair. 
He  always  wore  slocks  that  seemed  too  large,  and  a  shirt  that 
was  too  small.  He  was  Frankenstein  and  the  Wolfman  rolled 
into  one. 

When  John  walked,  his  spine  arched  back,  almost  parallel 
to  the  ground.  His  left  arm  dangled  uselessly  at  his  side,  as  in 
a  puppet  with  broken  strings,  while  his  right  arm  waved 
frantically  above  his  head  in  an  ever-constant  "bon  voyage." 
As  he  moved  from  class  to  class,  he  shrieked  jungle-like 
sounds  that  terrified  the  freshmen  and  brought  a  wind-storm 
of  laughter  from  the  upper-classmen.  Both  sets  of  reactions 
seemed  to  delight  John  and  produce  a  kind  of  "high"  for 
him. 
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We  all  laughed  with  John;  it  was  fun  for  us  and  I'm  sure 
that  it  held  some  rewarding  moments  for  him.  We  would  yell 
and  laugh  whenever  he  passed  us  in  the  halls.  He  would 
return  our  yells  with  frenzied  growling  and  wave  his  arms  a 
little  more  frantically  than  usual.  His  growling  would  change 
to  laughter,  and  his  laughter  to  hysteria.  You  could  tell  that 
he  was  really  happy  and  pleased  when  anyone  paid  some 
attention  to  him.  We  laughed  with  John  through  four  years 
of  high  school.  You  might  have  noticed  that  I  said  "with 
John,"  not,  "at  John."  Through  all  the  time  I've  known  him,  I 
never  heard  anyone  laugh  maliciously  at  him  or  laugh  to 
hurt  his  feelings.  It  was  a  gentle  laughter;  a  laughter  that 
showed  love  and  brotherhood. 

John  was  right  there  with  us  all  through  school;  at  plays, 
football  games,  pep  rallies,  and  shifting  from  class  to  class. 
He  was  there,  but  when  I  think  about  him  now,  I  can't  find 
him.  I  mean,  when  the  game  was  over  and  everyone  had 
gone  somewhere  for  a  coke  or  something,  John  was  left 
alone.  We  never  thought  to  ask  him  if  he  wanted  to  go  with 
us;  not  once.  I'm  positive  that  it  wouldn't  have  hurt  us  to  ask 
him  along.  In  fact,  I'm  sure  that  John  had  a  great  deal  to 
teach  us,  but  as  most  teenagers,  we  were  too  busy  leading 
our  own  lives  and  too  concerned  with  our  own  feelings  to 
consider  his.  It  must  have  been  that  way  for  him  all  through 
school.  A  part  of  everything,  yet,  not  a  part.  But  one  night, 
John  was  a  part.  In  fact,  he  was  the  hero.  It  was  graduation 
night. 

There  were  almost  five  hundred  of  us  waiting  to  graduate. 


.sea  change 


The  school  auditorium  was  like  the  Titanic  just  before  she 
went  down.  Everyone  was  running  and  yelling,  and  making 
sure  that  all  the  odds  and  ends  were  tied,  and  that  the 
graduation  ceremony  would  run  smoothly. 

Finally,  the  house  lights  dimmed  and  the  glee  club  began 
to  sing  the  school  song,  and  we,  the  graduates,  began  to  file 
into  the  auditorium  to  receive  our  long-awaited  diplomas. 
John  was  about  twenty  heads  in  front  of  me,  and  I  could  tell 
that  he  was  about  as  excited  as  a  ten  year-old  left  all  night  in 
a  candy  store. 

The  principal  began  to  call  out  our  names  one  by  one. 
When  a  name  was  called,  the  individual  walked  to  the  center 
of  the  stage,  received  a  diploma  and  a  handshake,  then 
continued  across  to  the  other  side  of  the  stage  and  out  the 
door. 

John  stood  by  the  steps  waiting  for  his  turn.  When  his 
name  was  called,  he  started  across  the  stage.  Twenty-five 
hundred  sets  of  eyes  watched  him.  He  started  out  slow;  his 
body  working  for  accuracy  more  than  speed,  but  the  closer 
he  got  to  the  principal  and  his  diploma,  the  faster  he  began 
to  move.  His  arms  and  legs  moved  wildly,  kicking  out  in  all 
directions.  A  bright,  piercing  spotlight  gleamed  unmercifully 
in  his  eyes.  But  wait!  His  eyes  had  changed.  They  weren't 
wild-animal  eyes  any  longer;  they  were  soft  and  brown,  and 
tears  flowed  freely  from  them,  running  down  his  cheeks, 
filling  the  cracks  around  his  mouth.  He  made  a  wild  attempt 
at  brushing  them  away  with  his  shirt  sleeve,  an  unnecessary 
gesture  on  his  part.  For  they  were  tears  that  could  stay  and 


stay  throughout  eternity.  They  were  tears  that  made  a  man 
more  of  a  man?  tears  that  showed  pride  and  courage. 

John  was  courageous.  It  took  a  lot  of  courage  for  him  to 
make  his  way  across  that  stage.  It's  the  same  brand  of 
courage  that  a  marine  displays  when  his  boots  hit  the  sand  of 
a  foreign  beach,  and  he  knows  he  has  to  take  that  beach  or 
die.  John  had  to  make  it  across  that  stage. 

There  was  also  power  and  strength  in  the  way  he  dragged 
himself  towards  that  diploma.  The  same  type  of  power  a 
weight  lifter  demonstrates  when  he  hoists  five  hundred 
pounds  of  cold  steel  above  his  head,  balances  it  there  for  a 
few  seconds,  then  lets  it  go  crashing  to  the  floor. 

And  there  was  faith.  There  had  to  be.  The  same  faith  that  a 
man  called  Jesus  displayed  nearly  two  thousand  years  ago 
when  he  dragged  a  huge  wooden  cross  up  a  hill  called 
Calvary. 

Finally,  John  reached  the  center  of  the  stage.  His  eyes 
were  blind  with  tears;  he  grasped  the  diploma  and  started  for 
the  other  side.  At  that  moment,  the  world  fell  apart.  It  was  as 
if  the  Dodgers  had  won  the  World  Series.  People  were 
clapping  and  screaming,  laughing  and  crying.  In  the  midst  of 
all  of  this  excitment,  something  else  began  to  happen;  one  by 
one,  the  seats  of  the  auditorium  began  to  bang  upward,  and 
the  crowd  began  to  stand.  In  a  few  seconds  the  entire 
audience  was  on  its  feet;  a  standing  ovation. 

Yes!  A  standing  ovation  to  a  boy  who  would  never  score  a 
touchdown,  defend  his  country,  or  make  a  movie.  He  had 
not  won  a  Rhodes  Scholarship  or  written  a  best-selling  novel 


or  walked  on  the  moon.  He  had  finished  something  that  he 
had  started.  That's  all!  That's  all  he  had  done,  but  I'm  afraid 
that  that  is  an  accomplishment  that  not  all  of  us  can  brag 
about. 

I  never  saw  John  after  that  night.  A  few  seconds  later,  I 
received  my  own  diploma  and  went  out  to  celebrate  with  my 
friends,  leaving  John  and  high  school  behind  me.  Now, 
years  later,  I  can  know  and  appreciate  how  much  richer  I 
am,  because  a  boy  named  John  passed  down  through  my 
life. 

Joseph  Goleski 
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NAKUM 

Memos  pasado  la  noche 

En  la  selua  encantado, 

Y  nada, 

Nunca 

Sera  lo  mismo. 

Quizas 

Regresare  a  mi  casa, 
Besare  a  mi  esposo, 
Preparare  el  desayuno-  - 


Memos  pasado  la  noche 
En  la  selva  encantada 
Debajo  de  la  luna  del  jaguar. 

s 

Quizas 

Hablare  con  mis  hermanas, 
Con  mis  amigos, 

Y  nadie 
Sabriere 

Que  yo  no  soy  yo. 

Porque 

Hemos  pasado  la  noche 
En  la  selva  encantada 
Debajo  de  la  luna  del  jaguar- 

Y  nada, 
Nunca 

Sera  lo  mismo. 


Pero 


Lucinda  Turner  Biese 


.sea  change 


Mental  Health 


I  know  which  side  my  reality's  buttered  on. 
(God  knows  it  took  me  long  enough  to  learn  it- 
I'm  what's  called 
A  slow  study.) 

I  know  the  phone  won't  ring-  -it  won't  be  you 
Saying,  "Hi.  I'm  -here  at  Logan.  Pick  me  up." 
And  me  ten  pounds  thinner 
And  my  hair  just  washed. 

Besides,  it  already  happened  to  someone  else, 
And  worked  out  very  badly  for  all  concerned, 
As  everybody 
Knew  it  would. 

It's  just  that  the  flesh  on  the  inside  of  my  right  arm, 
-  -Where,  very  early  one  morning,  you  stroked  it  lightly - 
From  time  to  time 
Still  burns. 


But  I  don't  sit  around  and  wait  for  the  phone  to  ring; 
And  I  sometimes  go  more  than  a  week  without  washing  my 

hair; 
And  I'm  quite  prepared  to  admit  it  would  work  out  badly; 
And  I'm  still  ten  pounds 
Too  heavy. 

And  so,  as  I  lie  in  bed  and  stare  at  the  ceiling, 
I  tell  myself  what  a  healthy  person  I  am: 
"Congratulations 
On  your  firm  grasp 
Of  reality. " 

Only  my  arm 
Still  hurts. 

Lucinda  Turner  Biese 


("Grimace  Did  I  grimace  It's  nothing  really. 

An  old  wound  that  throbs  sometimes  when  the  weather's 

fine, " 
I  say 
With  a  small  smile.) 
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John  Kelley 


...sea  change 


THE  OUTCOME 

She  sighed,  for  the  china  had  gathered  so  much  dust.  The 
placid  opal  moons  of  their  fragility  were  glinting  on  the  soft 
blue  Irish  linen  of  the  table  cloth;  she  had  no  real  use  for  the 
treasures  in  the  hope  chest,  but  laid  there,  the  light  spider 
goblets  and  old  silver  made  her  guilt  dissolve.  Useful  objects, 
yet  touched  by  her  mouth,  her  hands  only;  it  was  too  ugly 
that  she  lived  alone. 

Nonsense. 

He  would  come  soon.  Healer  and  heretic,  he  was  a  busy 
man,  apprenticed  to  a  thought,  a  dream  which  she,  in  her 
helpless  density,  could  not  make  real  unto  herself. 
Resignedly,  she  acknowledged  his  superiority,  and  knew 
herself  fortunate  to  receive  the  slightest  nod,  the  languid, 
condescending  conversation. 

Now  the  table  was  clean,  virginal  as  the  rest  of  her  perfect 
house.  All  bitterness  was  missing  in  the  delight  of  white  and 
lean  windows,  soft  and  shaded  niches,  no  mirrors  to  betray 
her-  -she  did  not  like  that  last  look,  years  ago-  -a  wild,  mad 
look  about  the  eyes.  She  had  grown  desperate. 

Yet  she  had  him,  had  the  memory  of  him,  and  all  was  safe 
and  sweet;  perhaps  the  vain  glass  would  be  allowed  within 
the  sweet  white  walls  when  she  grew  confident  once  more. 


Tall  and  lean  and  angular,  a  woman  of  regret  and  stern 
repentance,  she  stood  poised  and  watchful  at  the  French 
door,  fingers  pulling,  tugging  at  the  not-so-clever  imitation 
pearls  about  her  neck.  The  brown  road,  umbilicus  from  the 
greedy,  slut-infested  city  to  her  own  pure  sanctum, 
meandered  gracefully,  as  though  aware  of  her  wild 
dependence  on  its  existence.  Once  in  every  week  she 
travelled  it  to  the  town  she  hated,  people  she  despised,  to 
borrow,  buy,  and  barter  the  necessities  of  solitary  life. 

When  she  was  a  young  girl,  she  did  not  need  to  live  so 
alone-  -she  could  not  have  been  left  alone  if  it  were  her  very 
soul's  desire;  for  in  those  days,  the  girl-flowers  had  beaus, 
and  certainly,  she  had  the  most,  and  the  very  best.  And  she 
lived  the  full  yet  empty  life  of  the  ingenue,  sophisticated 
enough  to  wear  innocence  like  a  brand-new  yellow  gown. 

It  was  so  curious,  what  happened  to  her  when  he  came 
along.  Everyone  said  how  dull  she  became,  and  the  young 
men  slipped  away  and  courted  more  alluring  ladies. 

She  had  always  thought  if  she  ever  fell  truly  in  love  with  a 
man,  she  would  naturally  become  more  loving  to  those 
around  her.  But  this  must  be  another  girlhood  lie,  for  she 
realized  that  since  he  existed  to  her  a  some  earth-god,  she 
could  not  tolerate  the  world's  incompetence.  And  really, 
wasn't  he  the  perfect  gentleman 

She  sighed  again,  thinking  how  alone  she  would  not  be  if 
only  he  could  remember;  remember  where  she  lived,  what 
she  looked  like,  her  telephone  number-  -God  knows,  she 
mailed  him  quite  enough  letters. 

But  it  was  expected  that  he  act  in  such  an  indifferent 
fashion;  he  was  the  greatest  physician  in  the  country,  and 


had  ever  so  much  to  do!  He  would  think  of  her  by  and  by, 
the  no  longer  lovely  girl  in  the  orchid  light  of  summer  in  the 
memory. 

And  that  scarf.  Certainly  that  was  proof.  She  had  spied 
him  as  he  purchased  it,  her  favorite  tint  of  blue.  Imagine, 
he'd  quite  forgot  to  give  it  to  her!  Surely,  he  would  send  it 
soon,  in  the  flat,  flat  box,  in  tissue  paper  the  color  of  liquid 
light,  and  the  card,  in  his  hurried,  hastening  hand,  With 
Love. . . 

Six  o'clock.  It  seemed  quite  impossible  that  the  afternoon 
had  gone  so  fast,  and  all  that  time  she  had  been  waiting  at 
the  little  French  door.  She  had  seen  him  a  thousand  times, 
striding  through  the  bold  leaves  in  the  fall,  walking  like  a 
sweet  old  song  in  the  spring,  and  strolling  languidly  in  the 
humid  August  breath.  But  her  favorite  thought  was  that  he 
might  come  in  winter,  and  from  far  away  she  would  see  him 
walking  slowly  to  her  door.  And  the  snow  would  be  falling 
softly  as  a  tear,  and  he  would  arrive,  and  she  would  throw 
open  the  door,  to  see  him  sorrowful  and  chastized  for  the 
countless  wasted  years. . . 

She  must  go  to  bed  now,  and  be  ready,  in  case  he  should 
come  in  the  morning. 

And  out  of  timeless  habit,  she  gave  one  last  look  to  the 
vast  and  vacant  field,  and  said  goodbye  to  no  one. 

And  as  she  climbed  the  stairs,  she  brushed  the  railing  with 
a  light  hand  that  could  have  been  much  lighter  if  it  brushed 
his  cheek;  and  she  thought  that  perhaps,  if  she  wept  now, 
there  would  be  no  more  tears,  for  he  would  find  and  comfort 
her-  -for  surely,  weeping  is  the  loudest  sound  the  heart  can 
hear. 
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He  held  the  letter  in  his  hand,  and  though  he  had  not  torn 
the  envelope,  he  knew  what  would  be  said.  His  brow 
creased  sharply  at  the  thought,  and  he  realized  that  his  entire 
body  held  a  vague  disgust  for  her.  Yet,  she  had  never  really 
done  him  any  harm.  She  drove  past  his  home  once  in  a 
while,  but  she  never  entered  the  house,  and  really,  he  never 
expected  that  she  would;  no,  she  was  not  that  obnoxious, 
but  God,  these  letters!  He  dared  not  write  back  to  tell  her  she 
must  stop  this  nonsense,  for  that  would  elicit  the  opposite 
response  from  her,  and  the  letters  would  come  in  droves. 
Better  to  ignore  her. 

Oh,  yes,  she'd  been  pretty  enough  when  she  was  young, 
but  now,  Christ!  She  still  cared  about  her  appearance,  but  all 
her  fifty  years  could  not  be  hidden. 

Given  all  the  townhouses,  the  three-piece  linen  suits,  and 
the  little  excursions  to  France  on  holiday,  given  all  these 
things,  he  was  a  proper  gentleman  with  whom  no  one 
argued.  Once  you'd  bought  your  dignity  at  the  due  price,  by 
God,  you  were  entitled  to  respect  and  a  peaceful  life;  but 
little  annoyances  kept  pouncing  on  one's  neck  and  ruined 
the  whole  lot. 

He  gazed  across  the  lawn,  and  down  over  the  green  there 
was  cast  a  long  golden  highlight,  while  miraculously,  mossy 
the  typically  soft,  typically  English  rain  pattered  on  the  mossy 
path.  Alyz  would  be  in  soon  after  her  walk.  The  professional 
men  had  ragged  him  mercilessly  when  he'd  been 
engaged-  -he  couldn't  have  kept  it  secret,  for  after  all,  they 
were  society.  The  papers,  in  their  stylish  indiscretion,  had 


...sea  change 

soon  carried  stories  of  the  "lovely  couple",  the  successful, 
middle-aged  physician,  and  the  very  sporty  little  debutante. 
Indeed,  their  marriage  had  been  good,  and  he  loved  her  in 
his  stolid,  professional  way,  as  he  loved  a  fine  old  book  or 
piece  of  silver.  And  their  property  was  good,  too.  In  winter 
they  resided  at  Julian  Green  in  Serrick,  and  in  summer  it  was 
the  very  private  Halsted  Cove  residence.  Yes,  he  enjoyed 
them  also,  and  one  could  surely  say  he  was  a  happy  man. 

Then  he  remembered  her  also,  the  pale,  unyoung  college 
girl,  and  how  she  looked  now,  and  his  eyes  stung  with  pity 
for  her.  And  to  make  matters  worse,  she  still  had  remnants  of 
that  odd  prettiness,  which  flitted  sad  and  rarely  in  and  out  of 
her  once-violet  eyes,  and  glistened  on  her  used-to-be 
chestnut  hair.  And  he  knew  exactly  where  she  would  be, 
what  she  would  be  thinking,  and  he  thought,  poor  woman, 
best  use  the  sharpest  razor  you  can  find,  and  take  that  grave 
last  chance. . . 

My  God,  why  should  he  cry  He  was  a  tough  old  man,  and 
physicians  see  enough  of  sorrow  to  be  accustomed  to  it.  But 
he  was  also  honest,  and  he  knew  it  was  not  just  for  that 
desperate  woman  that  he  wept;  he  despaired  in  truth  for  the 
aging  of  all  living  things,  the  bright  flash  of  sun  upon  the 
magnificent  sheen  on  a  young  girl's  shoulder,  the  ancient 
bend  and  leaning  of  the  elbow. . . 

And  every  time  he  met  the  enemy  mirror,  all  the  true 
brevity  would  be  manifest,  and  he  would  forever  see  her, 
and  all  the  good  people  who  died  beneath  his  hands,  see 
them  in  the  lines  about  his  mouth,  and  in  the  furthest  corner 
of  the  eye. 


And  suddenly,  there  was  a  sharp,  clear  whistling,  and 
breathless  laughter,  the  stomping  of  boots  and  rippling  of 
raincoats,  for  Alyx  and  the  little  girl  had  come  home  from 
walking. 

And  the  child  ran  in  to  greet  a  clam,  dry-eyed  father,  and 
child  that  she  was,  did  not  notice  that  his  hand  quivered 
when  he  touched  her,  or  that,  in  turning  to  greet  her,  he  had 
muttered  something  like,  "You  too,  someday!" 

And  the  lovely,  slim  mother  looked  in  briefly,  and  smiled; 
and  about  her  neck  was  a  wisp  of  a  scarf  that  matched  her 
azure  eyes. . . 

He  reached  to  the  little  girl,  the  small,  bright,  blessed  curse 
of  a  child,  smiled,  and  thought,  Come  here;  rest  with  me,  and 
I'll  tell  you  a  fairy  tale. 


Melanie  Mello 
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//  Grazioso 


To  go  home, 

To  return  to  the  country  of  your  smile, 
Is  the  one  dream, 
The  rhapsody, 
That  dissolves  my  name  with  yours, 

And  by  air  and  simple  music, 
Weaves  throughout  your  hair 
In  delicate  Elysian  eloquence. 
You 

are  the  smallest, 
most  fragile 

of  all  things, 
And  yet  the  most  pervading-  - 

like  the  diamond  fragments  in  the 

snow, 
The  amber  glass  imprisoning  light 
and  symphonies. 
The  anxiety  of  life, 
The  base  abhorrence  of  the  self, 
And  rags  of  humiliation. 
Are  electrified, 
burned  white, 

and  all  dissolved. 


Like  an  unkind  word  in  the  holy  silence-  ■ 
When  your  eyes  can  see, 
When  your  heart  can  hear. 
You  are  not  all  the  beauty, 
Nor  all  the  righteousness, 
But  you  are  fine  enough  to  stand  and  say. 
Without  speaking-  - 

I  am  the  one 

To  be  your  mystery 

When  all  life  is  mere 

existence; 
I  am  to  be  your  joy 

and  your  weeping. 
When  all  the  world  is  passionless; 
And  if  you  dare  not  be  compassionate 
in  the  midst  of  their 
complacency, 
I  will  be  the  secret  place 
For  all  your  laughter 
and  your  love. 


Melanie  Mello 


Maray 


SUICIDE  -  SURVIVOR  (THE  BRIDGE) 

It  was  much  too  easy: 
The  last  road  open  is  not  always  the  death, 
the  silence-  - 
Sometimes  it  is  the  very  air  of  life, 
And  such  things  that  bless  life, 
And  you  have  lost  all  the  reasoning  to  find  it. 
. .  .And  how 
can  you  say 
this  is  sin, 
the  ending  of  self 
in  the  midst  of  perfection? 

How  can  you  lie 
to  your  own  better  conscience? 
Do  we  not  seek  the  best, 
the  most  beautiful? 
Could  you  leave  the  red  and  amber  of  seasons, 
Their  nameless,  arousing 
stirring 

of  laughter 
and  light 

in  the  eyes? 
Could  you  be  blind  to  the  brightness,  numb  to  the 

comforting  clock 
Of  waking  and  sleeping. 
Deaf  to  the  names  of  lovers  and  saviours, 
The  arias  winding  in  innocence, 

ah,  your  lavender  eyes!- 


.  . .  There  were  things 

I  could  not  bear, 

Yet  I  let  them  assail  me, 

For  the  sake  of  mere  feeling-  - 

To  know 
the  human  spectrum  of  thought 
and  loving 
Is  the  only  existing 
liberty. 
And  suddenly, 
as  in  a  late  and  shadowed 

hour. 
There  had  been  enough-  - 
There  is  never  enough-  - 
. . .  The  smallest  love  and  the 
most  abundant  are  brother  and 
sister-  - 
Could  you  have  told  me  of  all  the  insidious  wastings 
Of  labor  and  love  on  your  part?" 
. . .  No  one  can  listen 
Or  judge  better 
Than  the  self-  - 
Could  I  have  saved  you? 
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am  saved 

of  all  things; 

And  if  you  cannot  believe 

me, 
Walk  only  where 
your  heart  commands  you. 
Speak  only  those  words 
fit  for  the  God  in  all 

of  us, 
live  in  this  mansion 
called  Life 
as  a  kind  man  wealthy  in 

happiness. 
And  slay  not  a  soul 

nor  a  dream. 
Nor  refuse  the  gift  of 

those  loving  you-  - 
For  all  this  simplicity. 

I  am  not  dead. 

We  are  not  judges. 

We  do  not  weep. 
And  truly. 

you  have  not  lost  me. 


Melanie  Mello 
Oct.  74 


.sea  change 


LADY  JANE 

I  don't  want  to  satisfy  you,  I  want  to  overwhelm  you. 
To  give  you  that  stripped  part  of  me 

which  only  your  eyes  of  friendship  have  seen. 

I  don't  want  to  subdue  you,  I  want  to  release  you 
To  feel  the  freedom  of  love 
without  being  caged  by  it. 
I  don't  want  your  soul,  offer  me  your  hand, 
To  stand  beside  you 

but  never  below  you. 
I  don't  want  us,  I  want  you  and  me, 
To  be  apart 

but  never  alone. 


V   \  ,P> 


mm 


Dawn  Bowman 
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Faces  In  The  Crowd 
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The  true  to  life  drama  of  every  day 
Is  acted  out  well  by  the  players 
Who  say  and  think  and  feel  the  world 
Is  but  a  stage  upon  which  they 
Soft-shoe  a  two-step  and  fall 
Through  a  trapdoor  in  the  middle 
Of  the  theater's  floor. 


The  stage  and  screen,  on  which 
King  and  Queen  in  every  human  being 
Have  met  to  part,  has  let  them  know 
That  in  order  to  go  on  sanely  through 
Their  only  every  day,  they  must  face  up 
To  the  fact  that  their  true  to  life  act 
Has  been  simply  a  phony  facade. 


Where  have  they  gone:  the  empty 
Ones  who  found  their  only  fulfillment 
In  factuous,  full-color  phoniness  on 
Picturesque,  posterboard  portraits  of 
Them-you-know-who-selves 


They  have  torn  down  the  posters, 
Fallen  through  the  elevated  floor, 
Given  up  the  neon  god  they  made, 
And  walked  out  the  entrance  door 
As  a  part  of  the  audience-  ■ 
As  faces  in  the  crowd  that  will  follow 
The  Superstar  who  sat  down  and  bowed. 


Gary  Niemi 


sea  change 


jesus  is 

capitalized 
usually, 
but  not  in  my  life. 

i  am 

the  capital 
of  my  self. 

am  i 

not  meant 
to  be 
the  D.C.  of  me? 


Gary  Niemi 


Lucy  Peters 


29 


Seeming  Strange  To  Me 


The  world  was  seeming  strange  to  me 
When  crying  unprepared  beneath 
The  hand  that  stole  me  from 

the  heart  that  held  me 
Close 

within  the  womb. 


I  dreamed  when  seeming  strange  to  me 
Was  trying  unprepared  beneath 
The  hearts  that  helled  me  to 

the  sea  that  shelled  me 
Closed 

to  find  some  room. 


I  cried  when  caught  for  vagrancy, 
And  carried  my  tears  in  a  jar. . . 
To  pour  them  in  the  sea 

so  shells  could  bathe  in 
Dreams 

that  don't  come  true. 


I  died  when  thought  for  lunacy. 

And  gathered  my  souls  to  the  skies 

That  shelter  us  from  night- 
mare schemes  to  undo 

Dreams 

that  do  come  true. 


Gary  Niemi 


.sea  change 


King  of  Nowhere 


This,  my  friend,  was  the  poet's  house. 
He  lived  here  long  ago 

When  the  roads  were  only  dirt 
And  the  cars  were  only  Models  T 
And  A. 


The  fallen  walls  and  ashes  are 
His  epitaph  and  stone. 

From  the  night  that  was  his  last 

And  the  poem  that  was  his  final  thing 
To  say  of  home, 

He  stands  alone  and  speaks; 
While  only  those  who've  never  known 

Him  listen  to  hear 
Him  dethrone  himself  by  enthroning 

Himself  King 
Of  Nowhere. 


He  speaks  of  philanthropy  and  farms 
And  imagines  a  harvest  some  day. 
Dreams  of  a  woman-child  lost  in  his  arms 
In  a  search  for  a  final  bouquet. 


Speak  up,  damned  poet! 

Holler  Jesus  with  the  wind!!!! 


This,  my  friend,  is  the  poet's  home. 
His  bones,  black  as  coal, 
Are  in  the  cellar  amid  the  rubble 
Around  the  hearth. 
He  lives  here  every  day 

When  the  roads  are  only  tar 
And  the  cars  are  only  hulks  of  steel 
Decayed. 


Gary  Niemi 


Without  A  Hand 

We  seldom  see  the  songs  we  hear. 
We  often  listen  long 
and  shed  a  tear 
or  two 
Because  we  do 
not  understand. 

We  often  speak  of  times  gone  by. . . 
When  brothers  lose  their  wives 
and  wonder  why 
she's  left 
Him  so  bereft 

and  so  unmanned. 

We  rarely  stand  for  what  we  know. 
Because  we  think  we  have 
so  far  to  go 
till  then . . . 
But  who  knows  when 
to  raise  their  hand? 

We  seldom  hear  the  words  we  read. 
We  often  listen  long 
in  dire  need 
of  Truth . . . 
But  such  is  youth 
without  a  hand. 
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Lucy  Peters 


Gary  Niemi 


.sea  change 


..     '  .   - 


T 
•     •■       - 


\ 


-       '  '       .  ■  -    -       .        '"  -  .       ■ 


LaFemina  74 


It 


• . .  sea  change 


Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 

Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 
Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange. 
Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dong! 
Hark!  now  I  hear  them,  -  Ding-dong,  bell! 

-W.  Shakespeare 


.  .  sea  change 
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Anon. 


OLD  COAT 

old  coat: 

seams  tired,  tired, 
more  weathered  than 
inspired 
by  the  wear, 
thread-strained, 
unravelling; 

resistance  reduced  to 
lint  balls  in  the  pocket  corners, 
the  years  are  smeared 
and  creased 
on  the  ravished  sleeves, 
the  curling  collar, 
so  i  button  my  faith 

through  the  button-hole 
of  doubt 
and  hope  it  holds 
again. 


FOR  SYLVIA  PLATH 


sea  change 


The  cycle  is  perfected. 

The  seasons  gone  full  circle. 

It  will  be  darker  now,  as  before: 

The  woman  lies  alone.  Her  gown 
Folds  along  her  cold  bones 
Like  lapping  waves-  a  still  life  form 
In  swollen  motion. 
No  hurry,  no  soured  secret 
Clutters  up  the  doorstep. 
Her  palms  lie  open- 
Wanton,  faithless,  each  line 
Defenseless. 

In  the  dawn  there  is  no  answer. 

As  the  shadows  filter  out, 

The  sunray  splinters  fester. 

The  milkman  finds  the  letter  coiled 

Inside  the  bottle, 

The  stillborn,  smothered  cry. 


Marianne  St.  Pierre 


The  cat  is  all  need,  no  desire. 
The  blatant  survivor,  his  eyes 
Smoulder  and  scold. 


Marianne  St.  Pierre 


SUMMER  OF  GIN  AND  JONI 


It  was  the  summer  of  gin  and  Joni; 

Warm,  long,  silk  nights, 

Sleek  ladies,  more  sultry  than  musk. 

There  was  a  hammock  hung 
Where  the  front  porch  rafters  peeled, 
And  my  tan  ran  off  with  a  man 
Who  had  a  passion  for  Schlitz, 
Chameleons,  and 
Denver  women. 

Welded  by  the  febrile-breath 

To  the  lapis  lazuli  darkness, 

I  drank  and  she  sang  songs: 

For  the  roses. 

We  toasted  our  bitter 

Comradery. 

The  lull  of  the  still,  moonless  nights 

Stroked  us  to  sleep 

Like  the  river  that  lapped 

On  the  marsh  grass, 

Like  the  gin  that  lapped 

On  my  pain. 


Awed  and  urgent 
at  dawn  and  its  fleetingness 
a  thief,  1  am 
eight  A.M.  at  my  heels 
tucking  this  hour  under  my  shirt- 
stolen  bundle  of  grey  light, 

beach,  dew,  and  birdsong. 
buttoned  in,  hidden  away 
against  fast- approaching 
juggernaut  day; 
against  that  time 
of  words  well-spoken, 
well-written; 
jig-saw-pieced  hours 
juggled  into  rough  order; 
of  speaking  on  cue, 
dancing  in  time, 
singing  on  pitch. 
Now  stand, 
now  sit, 

now  smile, 
now  eat, 

now  work... harder. 
Still  I  have  it... 
under  my  shirt 
to  draw  upon 

radiant  memory  to  gloat  over, 
a  salve  against  the  abrasive  shuffle. 


Marianne  St.  Pierre 


Robert  DiPasquale 
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EQUATION 


A  CAULDRON  OF  COMPOST 


Reduce  it  to  mayflowers, 
deep  in  the  needles, 
waiting  for  sunshine 
to  waken  their  fragrance 
before  they  hide  again. 

Reduce  it  to  lady -slippers, 
all  pink  and  delicate, 
almost  extinct, 
exotic  and  primitive, 
here  but  a  moment. 

Reduce  it  to  orioles, 
singing  like  piccolos, 
stealing  a  minute 
to  gather  some  straw 
for  their  May-basket  nests. 


Transparent  moon  still  eyes  the  earth 

When  the  hag  slips  from  her  hut; 

She  stops  to  brush  a  night-bug  from  her  hair 

With  dirty  fingernails. 

Witch  woman  tramps  to  the  cement  bin 

And  stirs  the  black  brew  with  a  pitchfork, 

A  stew  of  bone,  blood,  hair, 

And  dead  things.  Steam  rises. 

She  sheds  her  cape  and  bends  to  work, 

Humming  incantations  to  the  nodding  cornstalks. 

The  moon  has  measured  a  month; 
Squash  vines  climb  the  pines, 
Sunflowers  smile  from  lofty  height, 
Tomatoes  fall  from  every  stem, 
And  the  witch  woman  is  munching  her  corn. 


Reduce  it  to  silly  girls 

whose  delusions  of  Romeos 

drifted  up  slowly 

along  with  the  gull 

on  a  soft,  spring  morning. 


Jcannie  McBride 


Jeannie  McBride 


INDELIBLE 


IT'S  OVER 


Like  a  broken  doll 

She  sat  in  the  wheelchair, 

Or  rather  drooped; 

Her  head  bobbed  a  little 

As  she  was  wheeled  along. 

The  girl  who  pushed  her 

Was  maybe  ten, 

Who  never  flinched 

At  passersby  who  stared. 

God,  who  unstrung  her, 

Did  at  least  leave  her 

A  strong  mother-child 

Who  has  no  time  for  real  dolls, 

Nor  probably  cares. 


Jeannie  McBride 


You  are  fading  now,  my  love, 

Pale  gray  in  dreams, 

Dim  in  daylight's  glow, 

And  the  drone  of  your  voice 

Bores  me  as  it  echoes 

And  echoes  more. 

There  is  no  blaming,  no  bad  taste 

To  purge,  as  oceans'  waves 

Wash  clean  the  left-over  beach, 

No  ulcerated  shells  of  wasted  time 

To  clutter  up  new  freedom; 

Just  know  it's  over,  drained  by  time 

That  ticked  itself  to  death. 

As  I  give  you  back  to  what  you  were, 

I  think  of  you  as  Love, 

All-glowing  on  a  summer  day, 

In  a  waking  dream  with  outstretched  hand 

To  lay  the  rosy  carpet  at  my  feet. 

Will  you  remember  me  as  the  butterfly 

Let  loose  from  a  bell-jar, 

Who  gave  her  all  unto  your  keeping 

Until  her  wings  were  dry  enough 

To  rise  in  the  lavendar  skies? 

We  are  burnt  out  together, 

So  toss  the  ashes  in  the  wind; 

Let  them  float  away  with  the  mist 

That  leaves  the  air  as  fresh 

And  pure  as  dawn. 


Jeannie  McBride 


CRICKET  PASS 

By  Lisa  Chernick 


.  sea  change 


K.  Todd  Conner 


The  old  sassy  town  drunk  stumbled  into  headquarters  the  other 
night.  Well,  I  was  on  duty,  and  Ted  was  off  somewhere  trying  to 
hustle  up  some  players  for  tomorrow  night's  strip  poker  game,  so  I 
guess  I  was  elected. 

He  shuffles  over  to  me,  easy  as  you  please,  and  proceeds  to  deliver 
the  contents  of  one  bottle  of  Cutty  Sark  in  my  lap.  Rich  ole  codger,  I 
thought.  Why  not  Ripple?  No,  I  didn't  like  that  too  much.  I  yelled 
over  to  Wills  to  take  this  charity  case  to  detox,  'cuz,  God  knows,  I 
wasn't  going  to  babysit  for  little  green  martians  all  night. 

Then  a  call  came  in  over  Wills'  phone.  Seems  that  Mrs.  Rousseau 
up  on  Angel's  Cove  had  a  prowler,  and  too  many  days  had  gone  by 
since  I  paid  her  a  visit.  So  I  left  a  note  for  Wills,  climbed  into  my  Jeep, 
and  proceeded  to  strip  2nd  gear.  Auspicious  beginning  for  a  lousy 
trip,  I'd  say. 

Well,  I  was  turning  up  the  mountain  road  through  Cricket  Pass 
where  ten  years  ago  little  Sarah  Jane  Smith  had  sworn  to  her 
mother,  her  teacher  Miz  Maypen,  and  the  whole  village  that  she  had 
seen  a  little  white  rabbit  with  a  waistcoat  and  a  pocket  watch  scurry 
into  a  hole,  when  the  fan  belt  decided  it  was  workin'  too  hard  and 
snapped.  I  usually  kept  a  spare,  but  Wills  had  taken  it  to  replace  one 
on  his  Jeep.  Terrific.  Here  I  was,  stuck  on  the  wrong  side  of  the 
mountain  road,  15  miles  from  town  and  10  miles  from  Ole  lady 
Rousseau's,  who  by  now  had  the  whiskey  all  nice  and  hot.  The  only 
thing  left  now  to  happen  was  for  one  of  them  godforsaken  Eastern 
hillbilly  hippie  tourists  to  start  a  forest  fire  on  the  mountainside  and 
burn  down  Cricket  Pass.  I  didn't  suppose  they  had  a  phone  in  that 
Winnebago  of  theirs,  so  I  sat  and  contemplated  Eagle  Lake  by 
moonlight,  about  a  3000  foot  drop  from  the  road.  Joshua,  I  says  to 
myself,  remember  the  time  you  and  Lorelei  Mclean  spent  the  night 
on  Eagle  Lake  Jeeesus!  Her  pa  nearly  shot  off  my  balls  till  we 
explained  that  the  only  way  we  could  sample  the  lake  water  for  the 
doc's  lab  was  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  right  smack  dab  in  the  center. 
Lorelei  didn't  mind  a  bit.  Fact  is,  she  really  liked  Doc  and  was  glad  to 
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help.  Man,  though,  I  never  came  so  close  to  castration  since  the  time 
Billy  Speick  and  I  were  playing  with  his  Daddy's  chain  saw  when  we 
were  kids. 

Deciding  to  leave  the  Jeep  and  see  if  I  could  locate  them  hillbilly 
tourists,  I  pocketed  the  ignition  keys  and  started  walking  towards  the 
spot  in  the  brush  where  I  had  camped  them  tourists  the  other  night. 
Not  expecting  much  to  happen  except  maybe  a  cold  night  waiting  for 
Wills  to  figure  out  where  I  was  while  I  had  to  bunk  up  with  the 
Eastern  Establishment.  Not  too  many  cars  came  by  at  this  time  of 
night,  so  catching  a  ride  was  out  of  the  question.  'Sides,  I  was  really 
tired.  My  boots  scratched  gravel  as  I  climbed  through  to  the  campsite 
on  the  mountainside.  Funny,  gravel  being  among  the  underbrush.  I 
heard  music  and  nosed  over  toward  the  sounds.  There  were  those 
people,  doing  some  kind  of  god  awful  war  dance,  and  throwing 
pebbles  around  the  mountain.  The  sweet  smell  of  cannabis  sativa 
wafted  to  me,  and  I  started  to  get  a  little  dizzy.  It  would  be  bad  form  to 
arrest  them  on  account  of  needing  a  place  to  sleep,  but  the  law  was 
the  law,  and  I  was  sworn  to  uphold,  protect,  and  defend. 

"O.K.,  folks,  you're  all  under  arrest.  You  have  the  right  to  remain 

silent;  you  have  the  right  to  an  attorney;  you  have  the  right " 

As  I  chanted  my  Miranda  number,  I  mentally  catalogued  what  I  was 
about  to  do  for  sleeping  space.  I  supposed  I  could  drive  that 
Winnebago  of  theirs  to  headquarters,  lock  'em  up  for  the  night,  and 
that  would  solve  my  problem  and  theirs. 

"Climb  in  the  van,  please,  and  I'll  take  your  keys;  this  is  a  police 
emergency."  It  sure  was. 

We  had  a  nice  time  driving  back  to  town,  those  people  being  very 
high  and  singing  and  playing  the  guitar  and  all.  Course  I  don't  give  no 
strong  points  to  lawbreakers. 

By  the  time  we  got  back  to  town,  it  was  almost  daybreak.  Wills  said, 
"Where  the  hell  you  been,  Josh?  Miz  Rousseau  nearly  broke  a  garter 
last  night  when  you  didn't  show  up.  I  think  it  might  really  have  been 
something  this  time." 

I  nodded  to  Wills  and  told  him  to  lock  up  the  tourists  for  24  hours 
and  then  fine  them  100  bucks  apiece  for  fooling  around  with  that 
weed.  I  was  going  home. 


"Oh,  by  the  way,  how's  ole  sassy  doing" 

"He  had  the  D.T.'s  for  a  while,  but  he  came  out  of  it." 

I  guessed  I'd  have  to  get  my  Jeep  later.  I  headed  for  home.  Not 
walking  for  more  than  fifteen  minutes;  my  cabin  was  on  the  edge  of 
Arapee  Lake,  one  of  the  numerous  lakes  in  the  area. 

I  walked  inside  and  flopped  on  the  bed.  I  musta  woke  about 
nightfall  'cuz  Bill  and  Mary  next  door  were  playing  their  old  home 
movies  like  they  do  every  night  at  eight  or  nine.  They  always  turn  the 
sound  up  real  loud  so's  to  invite  the  few  people  who  live  nearby. 
Charming. 

The  weather  was  nice,  so  I  decided  to  do  some  swimming  in  the 
lake  and  get  the  kinks  out  of  my  back.  I  swung  out  the  back  porch 
door,  which  was  right  over  the  lake,  and  did  a  nice  clean  bellyflop  off 
the  boat  dock.  Josh,  sez  I  to  myself  underwater,  you're  no  threat  to 
Don  Schollander,  or  Mark  Spitz  either.  Then  I  heard  the  phone  ring 
inside. 

"Yeah,  Wills,  what?" 

"Seems  there's  some  kind  of  undergrowth  up  where  you  arrested 
them  tourists  last  night  that  no  one's  ever  seen  before.  Could  you  get 
up  there  tonight  and  check  it  out?" 

"I  guess." 

I  changed  into  dry  clothes  and  picked  up  a  ride  to  Cricket  Pass 
from  Tom  Pacxton,  who  let  me  off  just  that  side  of  the  Pass.  I  walked 
for  about  a  mile  'cuz  he  was  going  the  other  way  down  the  mountain, 
and  I  don't  think  his  old  bus  would  have  made  it  anyway. 

Well,  I  noticed  my  Jeep  first  and  was  glad  that  the  brake  had  held 
o.k.  through  the  day.  Then,  there  where  I  first  felt  those  pebbles  or 
gravel,  I  saw  this  gigantic  green  plant  which  was  growing  taller  and 
taller  by  the  second.  O.K.,  Josh,  I  sez  to  myself,  what  the  hell  is  going 
on  here?  I  walked  over  to  the  base  of  the  plant  and  looked  up.  The 
plant  was  growing  a  trellis-work  which  looked  sturdy  enough  to 
climb.  So  I  climbed.  And  climbed  and  climbed.  The  higher  I  went,  the 
better  I  felt.  The  view  of  Eagle  Lake  was  tremendous. 

Then  I  heard  a  voice. 

"Daddy,  daddy,  the  babysitter  is  here." 

Next  thing  I  knew  I  had  suddenly  climbed  the  plant  much  higher.  I 


sea  change 


couldn't  see  Eagle  Kake  anymore.  I  couldn't  see  anything  very  clearly 
when  I  looked  down,  except  for  a  round  globe  which  was  spinning 
far  below  me. 

Then  everything  went  green.  I  swear  you  won't  believe  it,  but  I  saw 
these  three  creatures,  two  big,  one  tiny,  all  of  them  green  and 
sporting  the  fanciest  pair  of  head  antennae  you've  ever  seen. 

"Well,  I  suppose  Gerk  is  a  reliable  service,  although  this  specimen 
doesn't  look  like  it's  had  much  experience  with  Martian  children." 
That  was  from  the  mother,  I  guess. 

"Well,  dear,  we're  late  for  that  cosmic  firework  display  on  Pluto. 
Just  give  it  the  instructions  for  taking  care  of  Benny,  and  let's  go." 

Mother  Martian  gave  me  my  instructions  to  babysit  little  Benny 
Martian  for  the  night.  "Oh,  come  on  now,"  I  said  to  myself,  "Josh,  ole 
boy,  I'm  not  ready  for  this." 

"And  we'll  be  back  in  the  morning  after  the  display." 

Martian  kids  are  really  quite  docile.  Benny  and  I  played  chess  all 
night  (there's  no  T.V.  on  Mars)  at  which  he  beat  me  to  the  tune  of 
100  vertians.  (Martian  money.)  Come  morning,  though,  Ma  and  Pa 
Martian  returned  and  delivered  me  back  to  Earth. 

I  was  standing  outside  headquarters  with  my  Jeep  that  same 
morning  and  asked  Wills  what  became  of  the  tourists. 

"Well,  they  paid  their  fine  and  left." 

"No  kidding." 

"Say,  Josh,  where  you  been?  Did  you  check  out  that  undergrowth 
up  on  the  mountain?" 

1  only  half  heard  Wills  as  I  started  out  the  door. 

"Hey,  man,  where  ya  going?" 

"I've  gotta  go  talk  to  Miz  Maypen  over  at  the  school  and  see  if  she 
knows  where  Sarah  Jane  Smith  is." 


IDEAS 

Lean  sounds 

echo 

the  November  chill  wraps  like  an  unfriendly  womb 

at  the  beach 

the  waves  come  in 

I  go  under 

I  am  whirled  and  tossed  up 

quite  sure  I  will  never  breathe  again 

That  gasping  gust  of  relief 

overhead 

plays  like  quicksilver 


Lisa  Chernick 
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JULIUS  ZUCCHINI 


I  look  to  the  sky  and  see  rains, 

I  stand  on  the  earth  and  feel  all  people's  shames. 

Is  the  One  unhappy  today? 


Corinne  Cooney 


TO  be 

. . .  one  with  nature 

suffice . . . 

grasshopper  should 

FREE... as  the  butterfly 

. . .  negate . . . 

the  atom  would 

CONgruous. .  .to  the  EYe 

UNtantamount 

...  to  me . . . 

attaining. .  .inner  Peece 

RElax... 

. .  Ao.bot.o.my 


Christopher  Fitzgerald 


AGE 
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You  watch  hands  lose 
their  velvet  feel, 

and  trim  breasts  lose  their  shape; 
And  shadows  beneath  the  eyes 
that  grow  impossible 
to  erase. 

You  watch  for  husbands 

with  fleeting  minds 

and  fixed  boredom  of  the  face; 

and  children, 

with  minds  of  their  own-- 

oh,  always  the  things 
we  can't  replace. 


K.  Todd  Conner 


Gordon  Browne 
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BOUNDARIES 


RAINWATER 


Touch 

and  distance 

do  somehow 

not 

come  together. 

As  we, 

the  searching 

mind  readers, 

use  tears 

to  construct  our  dwellings. 

Once,  long  ago, 
touch  was  enough- 
for  words- 
there  were  none  of. 


Rainwater- 
collected  in  the  arms, 
and  drizzled  down  the  brow 
of  he 

who  seeks  the  sky; 

who 

listens,  as  I, 

for  simple 
clarity, 

and  the  pureness  of  the  sun 

that  can  see  all,  yet 
worships  none. 


Man  discovered 

a  rising, 

moist  and  warm, 


and  forever  damned  it 
within  boundaries 
he  named 
love. 


K.  Todd  Conner 


K.  Todd  Conner 


AUTUMN 
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No  one  is  awake  yet, 
save  the  dogs  blocks  away, 
and  the  birds 
chirping  invisibly. 

And  they  all  exchange 
what  this  morning 
they've  heard  said. 

As  those  loving  of  us 
lie  listening 
to  the  lovemaking 
within  our  beds. 

The  morning  is  a  bittersweet  day 
when  I  remember 
forgotten  parts  of  me, 

and  in  the  dawning 
of  an  early  September, 
autumn  finds 
the  creatures  fed, 
and  yet, 

still  hungry. 


K.  Todd  Conner 


Lucy  Peters 
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FIRST  FLIGHT 

By  Barry  West 

In  the  coastal  waters  of  North  Vietnam,  about  fifty  miles  east  of 
Don  Hoi,  the  U.S.  carrier  Ranger  was  making  a  slow  methodical  turn 
to  port,  in  preparation  for  another  0900  air  launch.  The  vast  South 
China  Sea  reflected  the  mid-morning  sun  in  a  host  of  incandescent 
sparklets  of  yellow  light,  like  diamonds  against  a  jade  background.  A 
warm,  soft  breeze  flowed  across  the  flightdeck  but  did  little  to  erase 
the  wave  of  heat  rising  from  its  black,  tarred  surface. 

I  was  waiting  there,  among  a  maze  of  aircraft,  for  the  pilot  and 
co-pilot  to  join  me  in  the  last  minute  ground  check.  This  check,  or 
walk-  around  as  we  called  it,  I  considered  to  be  my  biggest  single 
contribution  in  preparing  the  plane  for  take-off.  I  had  studied  the 
maintenance  manuals  for  hours  during  the  last  few  days,  and  I  knew 
my  stuff  pretty  damn  well.  1  was  prepared  for  anything. 

As  I  continued  to  wait,  I  considered  the  stupidity  of  those  persons 
who  were  responsible  for  the  flightgear  that  I  had  received.  I  was 
dressed  in  a  pale,  pea  green  flight  suit,  two  sizes  too  big,  and  a  pair  of 
used  flight  boots,  a  size  too  small.  This  was  a  foolish  mistake  that  I 
would  have  to  rectify  later  on.  A  thought  struck.  In  a  frenzy,  I 
removed  my  helmet  from  the  flightbag  and  tried  it  on.  Luckily  it  fit. 

"Finally,"  I  thought.  But  even  so,  it  seemed  to  take  forever  to  get 
there.  I  couldn't  understand  how  two  responsible  people  like  that 
could  appear  so  aloof  when  about  to  engage  in  something  as 
important  as  a  flight. 

"You  all  set?"  asked  the  Commander  as  he  stepped  to  the  plane. 
He  was  a  middle  aged  man  of  German  descent  with  a  crew  cut  and 
sharp,  piercing  eyes.  He  had  a  thin,  pinstripe  mustache  that  reached 
across  his  lip  in  a  straight  line,  like  someone  had  penciled  it  there  as  a 
joke,  although  I  doubt  anyone  would,  for  he  was  quite  husky  and 
stood  well  over  six  foot  tall.  The  lieutenant  was  much  smaller,  looking 
very  Ivy  League-ish. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  I  replied.  With  that  he  climbed  into  the  cockpit  and  took 
his  place  in  the  pilot's  seat. 

"Did  you  get  the  cokes?"  asked  the  Lieutenant.  His  voice  carried  a 
tone  of  superiority,  not  of  rank,  but  of  upper,  upper  class,  like  I  was  so 


much  puke  he  would  avoid  if  it  were  possible. 

"What  cokes?" 

"You-mean-you  didn't  get  anything  for  us  to  drink?"  He  sounded 
like  a  chastising  parent  scolding  a  child  for  some  misdeed  he  had 
done. 

"Ah,  no,  sir.  I  didn't." 

He  seemed  to  take  my  reply  as  a  personal  attack,  but  because  I 
didn't  like  him  much,  I  didn't  care  much.  Besides,  I  couldn't 
remember  having  ever  read  anything  in  the  flight  manual  under  the 
heading,  "Things  to  drink  during  flight."  I  mean,  where  does  it  say, 
"Puke  must  get  snotty  Lieutenant  something  to  drink  before  take 
off?"  At  any  rate,  he  just  shook  his  head  in  disgust  and  said  no  more 
about  it  to  me. 

"Sir,  would  you  like  to  start  the  walkaround  now?"  I  was  ready, 
willing,  and  waiting  for  the  word. 

"Not  now.  We  don't  have  time." 

I  was  crushed.  "Don't  have  time!"  I  thought.  "What  the  hell  is  this? 
My  most  important  role,  and  this  guy  doesn't  have  time."  I  insisted. 
"Sir,  the  walkaround  is  standard  procedure.  It's  stated  right  in  the 
manual." 

He  wiped  his  brow  with  his  sleeve,  then  looked  up  at  the  sky. 
"Wheeeww,  that  sun  is  mighty  hot.  I  sure  wish  I  had  me  a  coke." 

In  spite  of  my  immediate  feelings,  I  suddenly  felt  somewhat 
insignificant,  so  I  let  the  matter  drop. 

The  lieutenant  climbed  into  the  aircraft  and  took  his  seat  next  to 
the  pilot.  I  followed  directly  behind,  taking  my  place  in  back  of  the 
pilot,  facing  aft,  and  then  strapped  in. 

The  cockpit  was  cramped  to  say  the  least,  offering  just  enough 
space  for  three  crewmen,  two  million  buttons,  lights,  switches,  and 
dials,  and  an  E.C.M.  panel  that  was  mounted  directly  in  front  of  me.  I 
wasn't  exactly  sure  what  an  E.C.M.  panel  was-only  officers  were 
allowed  to  operate  them-but  it  towered  before  me  like  a  great 
electronic  God,  menacing,  with  hundreds  of  glass  eyes  peering  down 
watching  my  every  move. 

I  felt  like  John  Wayne  rushing  off  to  fight  the  bad  guys.  The  fact 
that  there  weren't  any  bad  guys  where  we  were  going  didn't  phase 


me  much.  We  were  the  fuelers.  The  big  gas  station  in  the  sky,  so  to 
speak.  Not  exactly  adequate  for  John  Wayne,  but  even  he  had  to 
start  somewhere. 

At  last,  with  the  checklists  complete,  the  engines  turning,  and  the 

ground  crew  cleared  away,  we  were  ready  to  go And  Did  We  Go. 

The  catapult  sent  us  hurtling  into  the  air  in  a  matter  of  seconds,  but  it 
seemed  an  eternity  before  I  could  remove  my  head  from  the  E.C.M. 
panel.  My  stomach  had  fallen  somewhere  between  my  knees  and  the 
floor,  while  my  heart  went  the  other  way  to  join  forces  with  my 
adams  apple.  I  regained  my  composure  as  quickly  as  I  could;  then, 
feeling  somewhat  obvious,  I  looked  over  my  shoulder  to  see  if  any 
one  had  noticed.  I  should  have  guessed.  Our  Ivy  Leaguer  was  sitting 
up  front  with  a  big  smirk  on  his  face,  obviously  amused  at  something. 
It  wasn't  hard  to  figure  out  what.  The  Duke  would  have  got  up  and 
punched  him  out,  but  I  had  decided  to  let  him  have  his  fun,  at  least 
for  now.  Instead,  I  turned  back  to  apologize  to  the  E.C.M.  panel -just 
in  case. 

We  had  been  flying  in  circles  for  about  an  hour  and  a  half,  waiting 
for  someone  to  come  by  and  fill-er-up,  but  no  one  did.  Up  to  this 
point  the  flight  was  uneventful,  and  it  was  only  the  view  that  made  it 
all  worthwhile.  Patches  of  pure  white  cumulus  spread  out  below  us, 
blending  perfectly  with  the  surrounding  sky.  An  overwhelming  sense 
of  freedom  came  over  me  as  I  looked  out  my  window.  I  imagined 
myself  stepping  out  among  the  clouds  to  experience  the  effect  first 
hand.  All  of  a  sudden  I  knew  what  was  meant  when  they  said  this 
was  God's  country.  It  truly  was,  and  I  became  willingly  swept  up  in 
the  beauty  of  it  all. 

The  tranquility  that  I  was  experiencing  was  suddenly  disrupted 
with  an  extreme  sense  of  horror.  Something  was  wrong— Very 
Wrong.  I  was  losing  contact  with  my  senses.  My  whole  body  began  to 
tingle,  much  like  an  appendage  when  it  has  fallen  asleep. 

"Oh,  my  God--We're  going  down.  Jesus,  no-Jesus,  God,  no."  I 
fumbled  unsuccessfully  to  escape  from  my  harness  to  make  ready  for 
bail-out.  "How  the  hell  do  you  get  out  of  this  thing" 

I  ripped  at  the  straps  in  desperation,  until  reality  came  to  me.  I 
couldn't  get  out-there  was  no  time.  I  sat  back  against  the  seat  and 


.  .  .  sea  change 

braced  myself  for  the  worst.  My  eyes  were  shut  tight.  Sweat  poured 
from  my  brow,  profusely,  while  my  mind  raced  uncontrollably  with 
thoughts  that  I  had  long  since  forgotten  about.  We  were  going 
down--and  then  we  were  not. 

When  I  realized  that  we  had  leveled  off  again,  my  stiffened  body 
relaxed  and  slumped  listessly  down  in  my  seat.  I  opened  my  eyes,  still 
not  completely  convinced  that  we  were  safe.  Automatically,  I  looked 
over  my  shoulder  for  some  kind  of  confirmation.  Ivy  was  laughing 
hysterically.  It  took  me  a  moment  to  catch  on,  but  at  last  I  did.  "A 
joke,"  I  thought.  I  felt  obvious  again.  Ivy  knew  it,  the  Commander 
knew  it,  but  worst  of  all  I  knew  it.  The  thought  crossed  my  mind  that  I 
should  bail  out  anyhow.  I  wondered  what  the  Duke  would  have 
done. 

For  the  rest  of  the  two  hours  that  we  were  up,  the  flight  went 
relatively  well.  We  fueled  about  a  half  dozen  fighters  and  then  started 
back  to  the  ship.  In  a  few  minutes  we  landed  and  shut  down.  With  the 
check  lists  complete,  I  stepped  down  from  the  plane,  started  to  hurry 
away  as  fast  as  I  could. 

A  voice  came  from  behind  me.  "Hey,  where  are  you  going?"  It  was 
Ivy,  still  laughing. 

I  had  taken  all  I  could,  so  in  my  best  imitation  of  John  Wayne,  I 
yelled  back,  "Awwww,  go  ta  hell---Lieutenant." 

At  that  he  stopped  laughing,  because  of  my  boldness  no  doubt.  My 
revenge  was  complete,  not  because  of  what  I  said,  but  because  of 
Ivy's  reaction.  John  Wayne  would  have  been  proud  of  me. 
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A  TIME  CHERISHED 

Persephone  steps  through  dying  grasses 
Where  close  to  death  they  once  gave  birth. 
Tiny  feet  dance  ever  slower  now. 
Recalling  all  of  six  months  passed 
With  laughing  gods  on  summer's  earth. 

You  take  my  hand  as  this  transpires-. 

Mother  Ceres,  you  bid  farewell. 

Then  burrow  down  through  cavern  depths 

To  hide  in  shadows-,  autumn  rises. 

My  searching  envy  finds  its  hell. 

I've  sought  escape  in  pathways  leading 
Deep,  recessed  from  blinding  lights; 
Persephone,  hear  my  calling;  come 
Pick  the  last  with  me  that's  failing 
Savor  scents  and  soft  sweet  sights. 

Leave  your  sadness,  as  I  have  learned. 
For  memories  spring  in  six-month  turns 
To  joyous  laughs  and  recollections. 
Desires,  needs,  and  love's  reflections 
In  summer's  time,  this  passed  love  burns. 


Phyllis  Boudreau 


INSANE 

I  called  his  house, 

And  they  said  he  was  gone. 

Where  and  who  with? 

But,  I  ask  this  question  much  too  much. 

Sing  a  song,  I  tell  myself. 

Sing  and  laugh  and  skip  and  jump 

The  hours  away, 

The  time  away, 

The  life  away, 

The  tears  away, 

And  the  pain. 

Yes,  the  pain. 

Insane. 

The  pain  of  hoping, 

Of  yearning,  groping, 

Of  burning,  and  earning 

Self-inflicted  wounds, 

Because  I  misunderstood. 

Or  did  I? 

Did  I  hear  him  right 

When  he  said  those  things? 

Did  I  see  him  clearly 

Cutting  strings? 

Yes,  I  think  so. 

I  called  his  house, 

And  they  said  he  was  gone. 


Phyllis  Boudreau 


RAINBOWS 


IN  MEMORY 


sea  change 


You  never  promised  rainbows, 

And  I  haven't  seen  one  vet. 

But  you  promised  me  reality, 

And  this  I've  seen  in  abundance 

In  anguished  thoughts  in  sometime  hate 

In  loving  pain  in  sometime  growing 

In  weak'ning  tears  in  sometime  going 

In  reaching  out  and  finding 

Nothing, 

In  sunless  days. 

But,  we  laughed,  didn't  we? 

We  laughed  that  whole  day  through, 

When  I  reached  for  a  pot  of  gold 

And  found  myself  touching  you. 


Badgering  elements  of  windy  time 
Set  my  pace  to  walk  along  your  shores 
Creating  plots  in  youthful,  ebbing  rhyme 
Into  ageless  closing  doors 
on  wars. 

Fly  high  again  your  recollections  past 
Mold,  unfold  again  those  images  of  when 
A  snoring  Rumpelstiltskin  slept  his  last 
And  Cinderella's  fairy  charmed  her  men 
and  then. 

Sinking  low  in  fundamentals  gone; 
Recapture  knee-high  crickets  in  the  field. 
Or  daisy-studded  hillsides  never  on 
Unweaved  potential  pulled  to  yield, 
and  shield. 


I'm  blinding  searching  for  this  return  glance 
In  all  I've  seen  that  once  was  yet  to  be. 
Time  swing  back  your  pendulum  for  that  chance. 
Rewind  and  pick  up  all  that's  left  of  me 
in  memory. 


Phyllis  Boudreau 


Phyllis  Boudreau 
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ONE  BRIEF  INTERLUDE 

By  Maurine  C.  Spieldenner 

Elizabeth  lay  on  the  still  side  of  the  bed,  waiting  for  the  dream  to 
come  again  and  take  her  far  away.  It  had  come  again  and  again  since 
Ken  had  come  home  for  dinner.  She  stared  up  at  the  ceiling  and 
stroked  the  sateen  comforter  with  her  fingertips.  She  pressed  it  close 
to  the  plane  of  her  cheek,  delighting  in  its  cool,  silken  smoothness. 
She  could  hear  Mother  Duncan  talking  from  a  distance,  and  the 
sound  irritated  her.  She  wanted  it  to  go  away.  She  tried  to  close  her 
ears  to  its  insistent  whine  and  was  glad  when  she  felt  them  grow  thick 
and  round  and  furry,  like  the  rabbit  earmuffs  she'd  gotten  once  when 
she  was  nine.  A  nice,  safe,  warm,  furry  feeling.  She  moved  her  fingers 
across  her  cheekbones  to  caress  her  new  ears  and  smiled  a  secret, 
knowing  smile  at  the  thrill  of  her  new  power  and  the  sensuous  feeling 
of  her  ears.  She  closed  her  eyes  with  the  pleasure  of  it  and  drifted 
into  its  warm  cloud-like  feeling  and  hung  there,  floating.  Mother 
Duncan's  voice  faded  further  and  further  away,  until  it  sounded  like  a 
sparrow's  chirp  from  out  of  doors.  It  didn't  bother  Elizabeth  any 
more.  Sparrows  could  only  hop  and  chirp  and  peck  up  dirt  and 
worms.  Sparrows  were  harmless  birds. 

Slowly,  the  cloud  mass  dissipated,  and  Elizabeth  floated  alone,  high 
in  the  clean,  pure  space  of  being.  The  unseen  chorus  had  returned, 
and  she  swayed  to  their  voices  as  they  chanted  beauty,  soft  pulsing 
lips,  bright  hummingbirds'  wings,  and  dripping,  red  passion  flowers. 
Her  breathing  deepened,  then,  almost  stopped.  She  waited  for  the 
brilliant,  speckled  butterflies  to  reappear  and  cany  her  even  higher 
up,  up  to  where  the  air  was  thin  and  cold,  and  so  keen  a  blue  it  made 
her  ache  to  see  it.  The  chanting  lost  its  sweetness.  Its  melody  became 
a  shrilling  with  hard,  vibrating  drumhead's  beat  controlling  it.  She 
knew  that  they'd  be  soon  in  coming  and  let  herself  float,  swaying,  into 
the  quickening  rhythm  and  timelessness. 

Their  first  touch  was  as  light  as  gossamer,  so  slight  that  Elizabeth 
wasn't  positive  they  had  really  come  until  she  felt  the  brush  of  wing 
velvet  against  her  shoulders,  back,  and  thighs.  She  let  herself  go  limp, 
and  they  carried  her  up,  with  swirling  flutter-beats,  high  above  the 
universe  to  the  very  edge  of  the  Black.  It  was  icy  there.  Her  fingers 
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turned  prickly  and  tallow  white  with  cold.  The  coldness  spread, 
penetrating  to  her  marrow.  The  butterflies  evanesced  with  little 
crackling  sounds,  then  shimmered  away  in  speckled  tatters  of  light, 
leaving  her  to  fall  like  a  meteor  through  space.  She  became  a 
stalactite  of  ice,  lean,  pointed,  fine-edged,  and  a  part  of  her  listened, 
enthralled,  to  the  whistling  she  made  as  she  fell.  She  fell  faster  and 
faster  through  the  keen  blue  region,  and  her  ice-self  altered  to  flame. 
On  through  the  flowers  she  fell,  lopping  off  and  searing  their  reaching 
tentacle  petals  in  the  burning  rush  of  her  descent.  The  hummingbirds 
darted  from  her  path  with  frenzied  whirrings,  then  metamorphosed 
to  batshapes  and  formed  a  black  vortex  behind  her.  She  sped  down 
toward  the  pulsing  sea  of  lips  stretched  out  below  her.  As  she  neared, 
they  opened  into  red,  screaming  maws,  and  surged  up  to  swallow 
her.  Her  flame  sputtered  as  she  passed  through  them  to  the  fetor  of 
the  black  gullet,  where  the  transformed  beauties  seethed  and 
wriggled,  giving  off  snake-stench  in  poisonous  clouds.  Elizabeth  felt 
the  flaming  essence  of  herself  die  to  a  flicker  and  some  pale  wisps  of 
smoke.  Nothingness  reached  out  and  grasped  her,  and  it  was 
stronger  than  before.  She  screamed  and  flailed  out  in  terror.  The 
drenching  chill  of  sweat  burst  from  every  pore. 

It  washed  the  safe  furriness  from  her  ears,  and  Mother  Duncan's 
voice  came  back  in,  boomingly  loud  to  her  raw  nerve  endings  and 
fragile  tympannic  membranes.  Mother  Duncan's  carping  grew 
louder. 

"Elizabeth  Allyston  Duncan,"  she  said.  "You  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  yourself.  You  gave  us  such  a  fright.  Fainting  spells  and  raving  right 
out  of  your  head."  She  bustled  about  while  talking,  straightening  the 
room's  chaos.  "You  worried  poor  Kenny  half  sick.  I  had  to  give  him 
strong,  black  coffee,  and  make  the  poor  boy  lie  down  for  a  rest.  What 
a  state  you  got  him  in!  No  woman  should  get  her  man  so  upset." 

Her  British  Walkers  beat  a  tattoo  on  the  floor,  and  her  voice-whine 
kept  in  cadence.  Elizabeth  shut  her  eyes  and  prayed  that  she  would 
go  away.  She  pressed  her  hands  to  her  forehead  to  push  away  the 
ache  and  winced  with  pain.  Her  head  was  tender  from  lumps  and 
bruises,  and  she  remembered  then.  The  whole  evening  came  back  to 
her. 
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Mother  Duncan  had  been  out  to  Bridge,  and  Ken  had  come  home 
early.  Kathleen  and  Jeannie  were  still  there,  talking  about  babies  and 
how  great  it'd  be  when  hers  and  Ken's  got  there.  Ken  had  shaken 
with  fury  and  hadn't  spoken  at  all  until  after  the  girls  went  home. 
He'd  hit  her  then,  so  many  times  that  she'd  lost  all  count.  And  he'd 
screamed  that  nobody  was  ever  to  come  in.  A  man's  home  was  his 
castle.  Strangers  were  dangerous,  and  outsiders  sullied  up  a  man's 
own  fine,  private  place.  At  first,  he'd  beaten  her  in  the  head  and  face, 
shouting  that  he'd  soon  knock  out  all  her  fool  ideas  and  pound  some 
good  sense  in. 

Then,  he'd  started  yelling  and  cursing  the  baby.  It  wasn't  his;  he 
didn't  want  one  yet.  And  he'd  pummelled  her  in  the  belly  till  she'd 
vomited  and  fallen  down.  He'd  kicked  her  then,  and  the  baby  died 
and  oozed  out  on  the  floor  along  with  the  vomit  and  the  blood. 
Perhaps  she'd  fainted  then. 

She  thought,  but  all  she  could  remember  was  herself,  standing 
outside  herself,  and  laughing  and  swinging  the  sledgehammer.  She 
had  swung  it  with  incredible  force,  and  she  had  laughed.  Laughed  till 
the  tears  streamed  from  her  eyes  and  fell  to  mingle  with  the  rest  of 
her,  lying  there  on  the  floor.  The  sledge  had  risen  and  fallen  again 
and  again,  splatting  Ken's  mouth  to  a  pulp,  stifling  his  constant  abuse. 
She  had  watched  his  teeth  fly  from  his  mouth  in  bloody,  white 
shatters  as  she  swung,  and  loved  her  destroying.  She  had  smashed 
his  hands,  then,  the  cruel,  battering  slam-machines,  which  had  hurt 
her  every  time  they  possibly  could.  She  had  watched  them  grow  pale 
and  flattened,  like  pounded-thin  veal  cutlets,  and  she'd  exulted.  And 
they's  swollen  while  she  watched,  swollen  into  fat,  useless,  red-purple 
hams.  They  had  dangled,  limp  and  harmless,  from  their  enormous 
boney  wrists.  She  had  laughed  and  laughed.  Then  the  soar-dream 
had  begun,  and  it  carried  her  off  with  it.  It  had  run  over  and  over,  like 
the  continuous  movie  at  the  Gas  Light  restaurant,  and  she  had  been 
trapped  inside  it. 

All  her  violence  had  been  fantasy.  It  had  only  seemed  real  because 
she  had  so  wanted  it.  She  hadn't  known  such  vehemence  lay  inside 
her. 


And  the  dream,  the  dream  was  real  enough.  It  was  madness,  and 
one  was  so  close  to  the  other. 

Elizabeth  lay  still,  thinking  how  easy  it  would  be  to  get  lost  in  it  and 
stay  inside  it  forever.  She  heard  the  voices  in  the  livingroom,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  wall.  Mother  Duncan's  made  a  background  of 
smothering,  nag-inflected  chirps  for  Ken's  irritable  whine.  She 
recognized  the  madness  in  their  baleful  tones.  The  house  was  filled 
with  their  aura,  and  she  felt  the  dream  come  near.  She  felt  its  patient 
waiting  and  decided  never  to  go  there  again. 

The  livingroom  voices  dwindled  to  a  nittering  murmur, 
complementing  one  another,  and  Elizabeth  got  up  and  quietly  went 
about  packing. 


I  SAID  NOTHING 

When  I  entered  to  collect  my  jew  things 
I  had  left  behind,  I  noticed  the  red  and 
water-filled  eyes,  yet  I  said  nothing. 
I  talked  of  foolish  things  I  had  just 
done,  so  that  she  could  not  speak,  yet, 
when  I  turned  to  go,  she  stepped  in  such 
a  way  that  I  could  not  help  but  notice 
her  face  again.  I  said  nothing,  hurried 
out,  bidding  goodnight;  I  had  an  early 
day  tomorrow  and  needed  my  rest,  never 
thinking  of  the  rest  she  would  get 
that  night. 


Maggie  Reardon 
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MY  DAUGHTER,  LYING  IN  WHITE. 


My  daughter,  lying  in  white  lace  lost- 
If  your  summer  lie  in  the  thorns, 
Take  instead  the  winter  in  poppies, 
With  all  shame  disguised  or  ignored- 

A  clever  word  can  buy  anything. 
Pray  to  be  beautiful. 
For  that  is  the  virtue  most  virtuous, 
And  better  to  have  a  ready  excuse 
Than  to  contrive  a  crippled  and  battered 

Belief. 
Wear  your  failure  like  a  fine  gold  chain  at  the 

throat, 
And  nurture  your  bitterness  so  it  may  rise  to 

your  rescue; 
Let  it  be  fierce  beneath  your  heart, 
Within  your  soft  hand. 
Slay  them  with  their  own  sentiments. 
Split  diamonds  with  your  smile, 
And  live  the  better  life  we  lead 
When  thoughts  are  empty. 


Melanie  Mello 
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SESTINA 

The  false  glimmer  lifting  griefs  of  tears, 

Surveying  silence  with  a  holy  eye,  you  stay 

Defiantly  at  bay.  There  is  no  fear 

But  in  the  staring  face  of  those  we  love; 

The  demon  screaming  at  the  door,  we  hold  life 

Back  from  danger  in  our  cool  sky  of  a  grave. 

We  are  fearing,  all  the  time  we  halt  in  grave 
Sternness;  we  feel  life,  but  only  through  our  tears, 
And  howl  at  joy,  at  stars  to  be  remembered.  In  a  life 
So  desperately  grasping,  we  have  need  to  stay, 
But  hope  is  in  the  morning.  To  have  a  love, 
We  cultivate  our  hate  for  shields  in  wars  of  Fear. 

And  if  the  citadel  we  build  for  fear 
Is  lost,  we  lay  the  tenderness  inside  a  grave 
More  comfortable  than  living.  Those  we  love 
Are  paid  for,  owned,  and  safely  hid,  for  tears 
Are  not  our  bargain,  and  we  pray  they  stay 
Quiet  in  their  paper  palace  in  a  fire  of  Life. 

Not  danger,  not  the  lonely,  nor  death  destroy  life; 
In  our  world  it  is  the  safety  we  must  fear, 
Where  all  is  peaceful,  and  no  thought  can  stay 
Too  long  in  expectation  of  the  light.  It  is  a  grave 
And  sinister  affair  to  leave  the  tears 
For  others  fit  to  weep,  so  we  might  say  we  love. 


There  is  no  doubt  that  in  a  vision  of  true  love 

We  could  move  gracefully;  and  that  a  life 

Can  be  more  hoped  for  than  pretense  of  tears. 

There  will  be  time  to  strike  the  mourner  at  the  grave 

Into  a  lost  lie,  and  time  to  break  the  fear 

Like  mirrors  of  the  past  where  the  dead  can  stay. 

Be  uncautioned  in  your  cause,  have  trust.  Stay 
Silent  no  longer  in  a  world  that  sings,  give  love 
A  home  in  all  souls,  not  within  some  grave 
Or  shrine  forgotten  with  the  years.  We  are  in  life 
As  guests  in  castles  of  delight,  and  none  for  fear 
Or  cowardice  should  leave  this  happiness  for  tears. 

Beings  of  brightness,  stay  not  in  tears, 
But  dare  for  love  to  bury  the  grave 
With  flowers  of  life,  that  none  may  fear. 


Melanie  Mello 
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There  is  a  place  in  the  heart 

Where  no  color, 

No  scarlet 

nor  saffron 
grow 

In  the  shape  of  apples  or  fragrance  of 
hyacinth. 

And  in  this  place  in  the  heart 

Is  a  wood  uninhabited, 

Save  for  a  brown  wren, 
A  plain  soul. 

And  though  there  are  long  sonatas 

And  triumphant  choruses  bright  in  their  grace 

In  her  conscience, 

She  sings  not. 

And  that  wood  in  that  place  in  the  heart 

Is  quiet  and  still. 

She  is  a  good  wren- 
She  makes  no  trouble; 

She  is  a  good  wren; 

She  makes  no  mark. 


I  was  walking  once 
On  a  gray  pavement 
In  some  winter  inelegant; 
And  a  vague  distance  away, 
There  lay 

A  raw  gash  of  honey  sunlight 
On  the  battered  bridge. 
And  I  knew  I  was  journeying  somewhere, 
But  that  numbness  had  not  left  me, 
And  I  did  not  see  much  difference 
That  I  should  be  joyful. 
So  with  the  sun  on  my  left, 
And  that  brave  band  crossing  me, 
I  walked  straight  through 
the  radiance. 
And  in  the  goldenrod  glass  of  the  windows 
Shimmered  Life 
In  her  torn  satin  gown. 


Melanie  Mello 


Melanie  Mello 


28 


ft; 


SO  DO/ 

before  our  good-bye's  outnumbered 

our  hello's 

i  often  laughed  at  the  rain 

now  when  rain  falls 

so  do  i 


John  Michael  O'Neill 


SO,  SHE  WENT  TO  MASSES  NEEDING 

she  told  me  over  tea  and  a  full  ash  tray  that  the 

new  year  was  born  with  flashes  of  childhood 

while  trying  to  hide  Christmas  from  January  and  cold  eyes 

made  from  raw  hate  and  the  heels  of  hell  and  Chicago 

so  she  went  to  mass  needing  empty  faces  to 

justify  her  own  father's  dying  without  living 

now 

there  seem  to  be  dark  waters  in  need  of  new  rains  or 

old  snowstorms  to 

endure  and  do 

for  all  the  late  sleepers  who  hate  staircases  and 

mirrors  that  reflect  nothing 

and  mirrors  that  reflect  nothing 


John-Michael  O'Neill 


ALAS,  PANDORA 

By  Maurine  C.  Spieldenner 

The  shabby  foyer  of  the  unemployment  office  was  jammed  with 
people.  They  clustered  thickly  around  the  information  desk.  Long, 
bunchy  lines  of  people  filled  the  hall.  All  were  waiting  their  turns.  A 
few  had  found  seats  on  the  long  benches,  like  mourner's  pews,  lined 
up  in  stiff  rows  in  the  area  marked  off  "for  appointments  only."  They 
sat  there  mute  and  bent  over,  with  hopeless  faces.  The  air  was  heavy 
with  waiting,  stale  cigarette  smoke,  and  the  rank  smell  of  ancient 
sweat.  Some  of  the  standing  applicants,  mostly  the  young  ones, 
would  swing  about  each  time  a  newcomer  entered  the  door,  and  beat 
down  the  entrant's  eyes  with  a  belligerent  stare.  The  new  ones  always 
stood  defiantly,  as  they  stared.  The  old  ones-all  the  regulars  seemed 
old-never  looked  up.  They  just  fastened  their  eyes  on  the  spotted 
linoleum  and  shuffled  their  feet  once  in  a  while.  An  old  gray  man 
hawked  regularly  into  his  dirty  handkerchief  and  sometimes  turned 
to  spit  discreetly  on  the  floor. 

Karen  hesitated  there  on  the  sidewalk,  taking  it  all  in.  Mentally,  she 
counted  the  number  of  times  she'd  seen  this  whole  scene  before.  Too 
many  times  now.  She  shivered  and  joined  Dan  as  he  pushed  the 
door  open  and  walked  in.  They  stayed  close  together  as  they  edged 
their  way  through  the  crowd.  She  felt  Dan  hesitate  and  looked  up  at 
him  inquiringly.  "What's  the  matter,  Dan?"  she  asked.  He  didn't 
answer.  He  just  frowned  deeper,  and  shook  his  head  and  glowered. 
"Oh  come  on,  Dan,  don't  feel  so  bad.  We'll  find  something."  She 
smiled  up  at  him  and  nodded  encouragingly.  "Between  the  two  of  us, 
we'll  find  something  really  fast.  I  know  we  will.  We'll  make  it.  We've 
made  it  nearly  two  years  already."  Dan  dropped  his  head  and 
shrugged.  He  looked  at  the  steamy,  dirt-blotched  windows  as  though 
he  were  counting  the  fly-specks  on  them,  and  didn't  answer.  He 
stooped  a  little  lower  and  drove  his  hands  deeper  into  his  pockets. 
Something  indefinable  slipped  in  between  them.  Half  in  fear,  half  in 
comforting,  she  reached  out  and  touched  him  on  the  arm.  He  went 
rigid  and  looked  away.  The  familiar  sinking  feeling  came  back  and 
fluttered  and  dipped  in  her  stomach.  Karen  wished  it  away,  and  tried 
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not  to  think  how  often  it  had  come  these  past  weeks.  She  felt  the 
sudden  drenching  of  sweat  in  her  armpits.  Her  thoughts  started  to 
break  into  little  jagged  patches.  We've  just  been  without  jobs  too  long. 
If  we  could  only  find  something,  then,  everything  would  be  all  right 
again.  We  made  it  real  well  before  this  happened.  Two  whole  years, 
and  without  any  pieces  of  paper,  or  laws,  or  churches.  They  said  we 
couldn't,  but  we  did.  And  we've  got  to  now.  Just  got  to.  She  drifted 
back  to  when  everything  was  so  perfect  and  beautiful.  She  and  Dan 
had  known  each  other's  every  thought.  They  hadn't  even  had  to  talk 
most  of  the  time.  But  now...  No  rent  money.  No  jobs.  No  food.  God, 
what'll  we  do?  There  won't  even  be  any  place  to  live.  The  icy  feeling 
enveloped  her,  and  Karen  pulled  her  hand  away  from  Dan's  arm  and 
held  it  stiffly  at  her  side.  She  felt  transparent,  and  began  to  babble  a 
stream  of  words.  They  didn't  even  mean  anything.  They  sounded 
silly  and  empty,  but  she  couldn't  stop,  even  though  the  light  bantering 
sound  of  them  felt  like  glass  shattering  inside  her  ears,  and  hurt. 

Karen  caught  herself  just  as  the  first  note  of  a  wild  giggle  shaped 
her  mouth.  She  took  another  breath  or  two,  just  to  make  sure  it'd  stay 
inside,  then  reached  for  Dan's  hand  and  took  it  firmly.  Pushing  the 
quaver  out  of  her  voice,  she  said,  "Hey,  Dan,  let's  take  another  look 
at  the  televiewers.  Even  the  State  lists  jobs  there,  and  lots  of  local 
folks  call  up  to  place  job  notices  here."  She  tugged  him  toward  the 
viewer  section.  "The  little  short,  fat  guy  told  me  all  about  it  last  time 
we  were  here.  He  was  real  nice.  Come  on,  let's  take  a  look." 

Dan  followed  her  lead  silently.  A  faint  pucker,  like  that  of  a  petulent 
child,  was  building  at  the  corners  of  his  mouth.  Karen  continued, 
trying  hard  to  keep  her  voice  bright  and  happy.  "Most  anything'll  do, 
really.  I  don't  mind  scrubbing  floors  or  washing  dishes.  I  really  don't. 
Do  you?  She  hurried  toward  the  back  of  the  room  and  the  bank  of 
televiewers  there,  slowing  only  to  look  back  at  Dan  to  make  sure  that 
he  was  still  there.  "We  may  not  get  the  greatest  jobs  in  all  the  world, 
not  with  things  being  so  tight  and  all.  But  at  least  we'll  be  together. 
And  we  can  eat.  That's  all  that's  really  important.  We'll  find 
something.  I  know  we  will." 

They  reached  the  viewer  bank  and  waited  for  their  turn.  Karen 
prayed  for  encouragement,  and  tried  to  make  the  waiting  easier  for 
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Dan.  Then  she  lapsed  into  silence  and  just  prayed.  The  silence 

remained  unbroken,  except  for  the  monotonous  clicking  of  the  dials 
until  it  was  their  turn.  Together,  they  searched  the  bright,  blind  face  of 
the  viewer,  turning  the  dial  over  and  over.  They  poured  over  every 
line  they  found.  The  silence  grew  deeper.  The  only  sounds  were  the 
deep,  heavy  sounds  of  Dan's  breathing,  the  click  of  the  dial  and  the 
rumbling  office  noises  around  them. 

Karen  stood  up  straight,  and  forced  her  shoulders  back  to  ease  the 
ache  between  them.  She  glanced  over  to  Dan.  He  was  still  slumped 
over  in  the  chair,  his  chin  resting  on  his  fist.  He  shot  her  a  quick, 
angry  look,  then  stood  up  and  pushed  down  his  belt.  He  looked  at 
her  and  his  mouth  curled  down.  He  narrowed  his  eyes,  and  leaned 
down  to  her  face  level. 

"Now  look,  I  told  you  before  we  even  came  down  to  this  place  that 
we  couldn't  have  any  luck.  You  and  your  bright  ideas."  He  leaned 
down  and  retrieved  his  jacket  from  the  floor.  He  draped  it  over  his 
arm,  then  looped  his  thumbs  through  his  belt  loops  before  turning  to 
face  her  again.  "Look,  everybody  and  his  brother  is  down  here 
looking  for  a  job,  and  there  aren't  any.  Not  for  me,  anyhow."  He 
turned  back  to  face  the  empty  screen.  "They  all  want  a  degree  and,  at 
least,  some  experience.  Hell,  I  don't  have  either  one!"  He  reached 
out  and  slammed  the  viewer  back  on.  "Now,  you  look.  Engineer. 
Degree.  Experience.  I  don't  have  any  degree!  Look  at  the  board,  not 
at  me!  Look,  surveyor,  experienced,  only.  Heavy  equipment 
operator,  experienced  only."  He  leaned  forward  and  viciously  hit  the 
off-switch.  "Look.  Chickie  baby,  I  don't  have  a  chance!  I'm  not 
experienced  at  nothing,  dammit,  except  in  not  finding  jobs.  I'm  plenty 
good  at  that.  Jesus,  the  experience!"  He  stretched  to  his  full  height, 
easing  his  lanky  body  up  by  slow  degrees.  He  stood  like  that  for  a 
long  time,  all  thin-lined  and  hard,  looking  down  at  her  as  though  she 
almost  didn't  exist.  Then  he  tossed  his  hair  back  and  smiled  at  her. 
The  bitter  edge  of  it  gave  her  warning,  and  she  gripped  the  counter 
top  to  get  prepared.  He  lashed  out  at  her,  his  voice,  saturated  with 
venom.  "You  know  something,  Chickie  Baby,  you're  not  a  damn  bit 
better  yourself.  You  can't  type.  You  don't  know  shorthand  or 
bookkeeping  from  a  hole  in  the  wall.  Shit,  half  the  time  you  don't 


even  show  up  to  put  dinner  on.  You're  working  late  or  something." 
He  turned  away  from  her,  and  half  waited  to  see  what  she  would  do. 
But  she  was  frozen,  between  anger  and  tears.  "Look  at  what  I've  got 
to  go  through  at  the  laundromat.  Every  man  but  me's  got  the  right  to 
come  home  to  clean  socks.  Me,  I  gotta  do  'em  myself.  Miss 
Hoity-toity  bitch  is  out  bringing  in  the  bread."  He  spat.  "You  couldn't 
even  get  that  job  down  at  the  bar  for  all  your  great  music  background. 
Useless  bitch." 

Mounting  anger  made  Karen  forget  the  tears.  Her  nostrils  pinched 
in  with  it,  and  she  fould  her  voice  answering,  a  cold,  thin,  angry  voice 
she'd  never  heard  before.  "Now  you  wait  a  minute,  Dan  McGahee. 
You're  hitting  below  the  belt  and  you  know  it.  It  isn't  true,  not  any  of 
it.  The  guy  at  the  bar  said  I  was  good.  He  liked  me.  He  just  couldn't 
hire  me  full  time  because  his  regulars  like  a  man  at  the  piano  bar." 
She  was  rising  to  the  fight  now,  and  the  words  came  easily.  "I'm  not  a 
man  and  I  can't  help  that,  but  I've  had  lots  of  jobs.  Jobs  that  paid  the 
rent.  Jobs  that  bought  the  food.  Some  of  them  were  part  time.  We 
both  knew  they  were.  But  they  were  jobs."  Angry  tears  slid  down  her 
face,  and  she  was  quivering.  "Those  jobs  did  the  same  thing  all  your 
jobs  did.  They  kept  us  going."  The  tears  were  falling  down  her  face 
faster  than  she  could  wipe  them  away.  She  let  them  fall,  unchecked, 
and  spewed  out  her  anger.  "And  what's  all  this  crap  about  you  doing 
all  the  laundry  and  the  cooking  and  all.  That's  a  lot  of  garbage! 
You're  just  pee-oed  about  your  not  getting  a  job,  and  you're  trying  to 
put  all  the  blame  on  me.  Well,  you  can't.  "She  saw  Dan's  face  begin 
to  crumple,  and  slip  into  little  boy  lines,  but  she  couldn't  stop.  "The 
only  time  you  ever  had  to  do  anything  around  the  house  was  when  I 
was  working  double  shifts.  Working  the  kitchen  all  day  long,  then 
waiting  banquets  half  the  night.  Don't  hand  me  crap!" 

She  looked  at  his  face,  so  vulnerable  all  at  once.  The  anger  burned 
out  of  her.  Her  voice  stilled.  "Hey,  Dan,  I'm  sorry.  I  didn't  mean  to 
yell.  I'm  just  trying  so  hard,  and  when  you  try  to  put  all  the  blame  on 
me"  She  paused  and  threw  up  her  hands  imploringly.  "Dan,  I'm 
trying  just  as  hard  as  you  are,  and  I  don't  have  any  magic  wand 
either.  Let's  be  fair!  We're  not  getting  anywhere  in  this  whole  thing  by 
trying  to  hurt  each  other.  "She  leaned  toward  him.  "Danny,  this 


trying  to  blame  and  kill  each  other  is  just  plain  crazy.  It  doesn't  make 
any  sense."  Dan  stood  more  aloof  and  erect,  and  refused  to  speak. 
She  tried  cajoling.  "Come  on,  Dan,  lets  go  talk  to  Mr.  Brownrig.  Lots 
of  times  he  gets  listings  that  never  do  make  it  up  to  the  board.  He  got 
me  the  job  at  the  Gay  Paree,  remember?"  She  looked  up  into  Dan's 
face,  and  began  a  tentative  smile.  She  patted  his  arm,  "Come  on,  its 
worth  a  try,  anyhow."  Dan's  face  drew  closed.  The  muscles  along  his 
jaw  pulsed.  "You  look.  I've  had  it."  And  he  turned  abruptly  and 
stalked  toward  the  door,  pushing  through  the  steady  trickle  of  people 
who  kept  coming  into  the  waiting  room. 

He  hit  the  sidewalk  with  a  long-legged  stride,  leaving  Karen  far 
behind.  She  stood  there  rigid,  her  mouth  frozen  open  in  the  smile 
until  the  ache  of  it  worked  its  way  through  her.  She  felt  like  a  scream. 
The  tears  slowly  welled  their  way  up  into  her  throat  and  she  thought 
she'd  choke.  Realization  struck  her  all  at  once.  She  felt  naked,  as 
though  every  eye  in  the  room  was  focused  on  her,  and  could  see 
right  through  her.  Everybody  knew.  And  Dan  was  gone.  Dan's  gone. 
God,  Dan's  gone!  Shielding  her  eyes,  Karen  dashed  blindly  for  the 
door  and  ran  out  onto  the  street,  crying  after  him.  "Dan.  Dan,  wait. 
Please  wait,  Dan."  But  he  was  out  of  sight.  Gone. 

She  slowed  to  a  stumbling  walk,  almost  dragging  herself  the  last 
few  steps  to  the  corner,  and  sagged  against  the  hard  concrete  of  the 
signpost.  "God",  she  whispered,  and  the  desolation  overwhelmed 
her. 

She  lost  all  track  of  time.  She  didn't  rouse  till  the  slicing  sound  of 
tires  stopped  right  at  her  feet.  The  cruiser  had  pulled  over  close  to  the 
curb.  A  thick,  rich  voice  boomed  from  the  open  window,  "Anything 
wrong,  young  lady?  You've  been  standing  there  over  an  hour.  We've 
gone  right  past  you  at  least  three  times."  The  officer  opened  the 
cruiser  door  and  started  to  get  out.  "You  in  trouble  or  something?" 

Karen  pulled  herself  up  straight.  "Oh  no.  No,  Officer.  It's  just,  well, 
the  rent's  coming  up  and  I  don't  have  a  job.  That's  all." 

"Hey,  Honey,  a  pretty  little  thing  like  you.  You  don't  have  to  worry 
about  things  like  that."  He  laughed.  "You  can  always  make  a  living.  A 
good  one,  too.  Just  don't  let  me  see  you  on  my  beat,  or  I'll  have  to 
run  you  in."  He  laughed  again,  and  she  felt  the  shock  waves  of  his 


.  .  .  sea  change 

laughter  roaring  in  her  ears.  She  felt  sick  and  dropped  to  a  huddle  on 
the  curbing.  He  must  have  run  over  to  her,  for  the  next  thing  Karen 
knew  one  of  his  beefy  arms  was  supporting  her  shoulders  while  the 
other  one  was  scooping  her  off  the  ground.  She  felt  herself  being 
carried.  Maybe  she  was  floating.  She  felt  the  cop  talking  to  her.  His 
deep  voice  burred  into  her  through  his  chest,  then  his  words  started 
to  sift  in.  "Hey  Kid,  I  didn't  mean  nothing.  It  was  all  just  a  bunch  of 
talk.  Jesus,  you're  as  light  as  a  feather.  When  did  ya  eat  last  time?" 
Tears  oozed  out  from  between  her  eyelids,  and  burned  their  way 
down  her  face.  "Jesus,"  the  big  cop  muttered.  He  cuddled  her  toward 
him,  trying  to  comfort.  "Hey  Kid,  don't  cry.  For  godsakes,  don't  cry.  I 
didn't  mean  nothing  bad.  I  ain't  a  monster.  Hell,  I  got  three  girls 
myself."  He  tucked  her  into  the  cruiser's  front  seat  and  settled  her  in 
with  a  fatherly  pat.  "Now,  you  just  tell  me  where  you  live  and  I'll  take 
you  right  on  home.  You  shouldn't  be  out  by  yourself  when  you're  so 
upset.  Get  yourself  mugged  or  something."  He  clambered  into  the 
driver's  seat  and  started  the  engine.  "I'll  take  you  right  to  your  front 
door.  How's  that  for  the  city's  service?"  Karen  managed  a  tight  little 
grin  and  gave  him  her  address,  and  they  eased  off  down  the  streat. 

They  drove  silently,  threading  the  rotting  streets,  till  they  came  to 
the  block  of  tenements  where  she  lived.  The  cruiser  came  to  a  stop  in 
front  of  number  thirteen-o-five,  and  Karen  got  out  and  stepped  up  on 
the  sidewalk. 

"Hey  Kid,"  the  officer  called  after  her.  "Kid,  you  gonna  be  o.k.?" 
"I'll  be  o.k."  Karen  answered.  "Say,  thanks  a  lot.  Thanks  for  the  ride 
and  everything."  The  cruiser  pulled  away,  and  Karen  turned  and 
slowly  picked  her  way  through  the  scattered  glass  and  limp  cabbage 
leaves  to  the  apartment  walk.  She  stopped  for  a  moment  on  the 
rickety  stoop,  dreading  to  go  in.  The  peeling  green  paint  on  the  door 
looked  more  leperous  than  ever,  and  she  wondered  if  Dan  was  there. 
The  sour  smelling  garbage  cans  still  lay  on  their  sides,  rolling  with  the 
wind,  just  as  they  had  in  the  morning.  Dan  would  have  picked  them 
up.  She  forced  herself  to  climb  the  stairs.  Her  footsteps  thundered  in 
her  ears  and  mingled  with  her  heart  beats  until  she  couldn't  tell  one 
from  the  other.  She  paused  on  the  landing  and  closed  her  eyes 
tightly.  Her  breath  came  in  tearing  gasps,  and  she  couldn't  stop  the 
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shaking.   She  gathered   herself  and  yanked  the   door  open,   half 

knowing  the  apartment  would  be  empty.  The  kettle  was  whistling  on 

the  stove  and  there  was  Dan,  kneeling  in  the  middle  of  the  stacks  of 

records  littering  the  floor.  His  face  was  flushed  and  he  smelled  of 

beer. 

He  leaped  up  and  swept  her  up  in  his  arms,  crushing  her  close. 
"Oh  Baby,  Baby,  I'm  sorry.  I  acted  like  a  jerk.  I  don't  know  what  got 
into  my  head."  He  kissed  her  eyes  and  then  her  hair.  "I  wouldn't  hurt 
you.  Not  for  anything.  I'm  crazy  about  you.  You  know  that."  He 
cradled  her  racking  body  until  the  sobs  wore  out,  murmuring  to  her, 
his  lips  close  to  her  ear.  "Aw,  come  on,  Honey,  I  can't  live  without 
you.  It  was  just  that  I've  been  out  of  work  so  long.  Come  on,  it's  all 
right  now.  Everything's  all  right  now."  He  carried  her  over  to  the  bed, 
and  lay  down  beside  her,  kissing  her  hands  and  her  throat  and  her 
hair.  "I  love  you." 

Karen  roused  as  the  cold  leached  through  the  covers,  and  threw 
her  arm  across  the  other  pillow.  It  was  cold  and  empty  and  the  paper 
rustled  under  her  hand.  She  sat  up  and  stared  at  the  note  and  didn't 
want  to  know.  She  made  herself  pick  it  up,  then  carried  it  over  to  the 
window,  where  the  street  light  bled  murkily  through  the 
grime-dimmed  panes.  She  started  to  read.  The  nightly  skitterings  of 
Freddy,  the  acid  man,  criss-crossed  the  floor  over  her  head.  The 
cricket  wedged  down  in  a  pavement  crack  kept  on  screaming.  The 
lights  and  sounds  of  the  night-city  swirled  around  her.  Her  head  spun 
and  the  words  on  the  paper  rose  up  and  worked  themselves  into  a 
crazy  chant.  In  a  high,  thin  sing-song  she  repeated  them,  and  giggled. 
The  giggles  swelled  to  shrieks  of  laughter.  She  laughed  and  laughed 
until  she  ached  with  it  and  struggled  to  catch  her  breath.  Old  lady 
Maganelli  downstairs  began  gibbering  and  pounding  on  her  ceiling 
with  her  broom.  Finally  Karen  heard  her  and  the  laughter  ebbed 
away,  leaving  her  standing  mute  and  numb  in  the  center  of  the 
empty  room. 

She  looked  at  the  little  room.  She  covered  it  all  with  her  eyes.  Not 
an  inch  of  it  escaped  her  inspection.  She  walked  each  splintered 
floorboard,  foot  precisely  in  front  of  foot.  She  made  the  bed,  tucking 
each  corner  tight  and  neat,  then  walked  to  the  broom  closet  and 


opened  the  door  like  a  major  domo.  She  caught  up  the  broom  with 
one  hand  and  the  dust  cloth  with  the  other.  She  poised  on  one  foot 
for  a  moment  and  launched  into  a  jerky  dance.  She  swept  and 
polished  till  the  street  lights  faded  and  the  thinning  gray  of  the  sky 
promised  a  new  day.  Then  she  carefully  placed  the  cleaning  things 
back  in  the  closet  and  straightened  the  few  cans  left  on  the  self.  Then 
she  made  herself  clean  and  rewahsed  her  hair  and  put  on  Dan's 
favorite  blue  outfit.  She  brushed  her  hair  till  it  shone,  and  put  it  up  in 
heavy  coils.  She  looked  at  herself  and  nodded,  and  walked  briskly 
over  to  the  sink  and  filled  the  old  copper  teakettle.  She  wiped  up  all 
the  splatters,  and  cleaned  the  sink  till  it  shone,  before  putting  it  on  the 
stove.  She  turned  the  gas  on  fully,  and  watched  the  flame  widen  out 
and  lick  around  the  kettle's  edge.  She  stopped  to  see  better,  and 
turned  the  knob  back,  little  by  little,  till  the  flame  focused  blue  at  the 
very  center  of  the  pot.  She  looked  all  around  again.  Everything  was 
in  place.  "Dan.  Oh  Danny,"  she  called  out.  "Everything's  all  ready 
now."  She  bent  down  and  blew  out  the  flame,  then  took  her  place  at 
the  table  to  wait. 


TOUCHED 

the  rolling  surf 
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